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“ Officer, you should be seated on my left!” 














FIXTURES, 





a lacquered walls in red and gold, 
against the black of the bath niche 


tiling gleam fixtures in citrus yellow; in this 
Mandarin bath the decorative art of the east 
happily meets the plumbing convenience of 
the west. Into their setting, as though de- 
signed for just this room, fit the Corwith lav- 
atory, the Tarnia bath, the Corsyn closet. The 


simplest cottage bathroom too is lifted out of 
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the ordinary by Crane fixtures; wherever in- 
stalled they are always interesting. And they 
cost no more thar. substitutes. New Ideas for 
Bathrooms is an illustrated book containing 
blue prints and full decorating and arrange- 
ment information for a series of delightful 
rooms, with beautiful Crane materials, remark- 
ably reasonable in price. Write for it. Then 


consult a responsible plumbing contractor. 


2500 


Crane Co., General Offices, 836 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago + Branches and sales offices in one hundred and sixty-six cities 














FOR DOMESTIC AND INDUSTRIAL USE 


( The old truth that a satisfied customer is 
the best advertisement provides Kolster with 
an advertising campaign almost universal 
among radio owners and the radio-wise. 
[A single telling phrase they use sums up 


Kolster in ten thousand conversations a day: 


“Kolster is a fine set.” 4 It might mean little 
to you if we said it, but when it comes 
from so many customers you have a real 
guarantee of satisfaction. 4 Kolster Model 
K23, shown above, is a seven tube floor 


model with Kolster Dynamic Reproducer, 


OLSTER 


22% PDADIO 


Enjoy the Kolster Program every Wednes- 
day evening at 10 P. M, Eastern Standard 
Time over the nation-wide Columbia Chain. 


© 1928, Koleter Radio Corporation 
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Speak Up! 


LMOST every other person you 
meet today is grumbling about 
something connected with govern- 
ment and almost every other man 
or woman you meet neglected to 
vote on last Presidential Election 
Day. 


Often you hear them say, ‘What’s 
the use of voting? My vote won't 
change the result.” Many of the 
men and women who should have 
cast their ballots in 1924 must have 
talked like that, for only 52 percent 
of them voted. 


America has faced many crises. She 
has made laws, amended laws, abol- 
ished laws. She has kept step with 
changing world conditions. But 
many old problems remain unsolved. 
New ones will arise. Your govern- 
ment will be as sound and wise as 
you and other Americans make 

it. You have great responsibility 
and great power. It is your duty 

to exercise that power. And the 
way to exercise it is through 
your vote. Do not neglect it. 








In 1920, 54,053,000 citizens of the United 
States were eligible to vote. Only 26,674,171 
voted—approximately 49 percent. In 1924, 
out of a total of 56,215,000 men and women 


who should have voted, only 29,091,417 did— <i 


about 52 percent. 


Most good Americans are willing to abide by 
the will of the majority. The trouble is that 


many of us are not sure that the will of the eee ti 


majority is being expressed. 


By failing to vote, you offer ep. 
couragement to the political plun. 
derer and other unscrupuloy; 
persons who are eager to profit 
by the opportunity you give them, 
Only by voting can the majority of 
Americans holding like opinion; 
dictate their wishes and save them. 
selves from the danger of being gov. 
erned by a minority holding opposite 
opinions. 


Your next President will not be; 
despot or a dictator. He will not 
make or unmake laws, but he has 
great power and influence and wil 
go into office bound to use them to 
bring about the kind of government 
wanted by those who elected him. 


Once in four years you are called 
upon to vote for a President and 
thereby help to solve great problems 
? Let no private affairs prevent yo 
from doing your duty to yo 
country on Election Day. 


Be a good citizen. Go to the 
polls on November 6th and vot 








When about one-half of the voters negle 
their duty the country is governed not by 
majority of the people—but merely by a m 
jority of the minority. 


In 1928 America needs every possible votes 
that the will of the real majority may °? 
known. No one else can speak for you ° 
Election Day. Speak for yourself. Vote. 


HALEY FISKE, Presiden 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY~NEW YOR 
Biggest in the World, More Assets, More Policyholders, More Insurance in force, More new Insurance each yé 
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OUR CANDIDATE HAS NO RELIGION 
So the Anti-Bunk Party Has No Opposition and No Support 


Aut this that we have been hearing for 
the last few weeks is the “Dignified High 
Type Campaign” that was to take place 
this year. 

Well if it’s dignified, then I dident 
matriculate walking guard at Kemper 
Military Institution. And if it’s “High 
Type” then I am “High Hat.” 

I told you last week that the “Whisper- 
ing” would stop, and that they would 
start “Shouting” instead. If all the charges 
that’s been made in regard to both the 
Candidates were layed end to end it 
would take "em over two hours to pass a 
given point. 

And if all the “Denials” were heaped 
ina pile, Lindbergh couldent fly over ‘em. 
You know it’s a funny thing about a 
denial, it takes twice as many words to 
deny it as it did to make it. 

Al come in from the west with the 
promise of more support than Peggy 
Joyce demands. Now we have to wait ull 
Nov. 6th to see what a liar the west is. 

Even if Al is not elected this election 
has been a tremendous geographical edu- 





by 
WILL ROGERS 


cation to him, When he hit Oklahoma he 
felt like a lone Gentile at the wailing wall, 
and when he got as far west as Montana 
he thought he had been shanghaied and 
taken to Australia. 

Hoover saw the country before nomina- 
tion so he went back to Washington and 
through association with Coolidge become 
practically speechless. 

While Smith was heaving charges at 
him, Hoover just pulled down the blinds 
and shut the window and _ started 
communing with Work (not the manual 
one, the modern Col. House one). 

Well that commenced to get Al’s 
nanny, When he would ask Herb some- 
thing why Herb would have his head 
turned listening to somebody else, Al 
couldent make any more headway than 
a Preacher that dident talk Politics. 

Well there is nothing gets you quite so 
sore as to have somebody ignore you so 
much till they are practically paying no 
attention to you at all. 

Al is asking questions but he is not 
even getting a minority report on em. 





A woman in Virginia sent out a 
Scenario saying that the Catholics would 
not make good Post Masters, that the 
mail would all be read in Rome before 
delivery, So Herbert paid enough atten- 
tion to her to have a padlock put on her 
typewriter. 

Then the only white Republican in 
Alabama felt called on to instruct what 
few constituents he had that could read, 
that in case of Al’s election the Protestants 
would be called on to meet a Lion in a 
catch as catch can combat in the arena 
for the jollification of Tammany Hall and 
the visiting Cardinals. 

Well Mr. Work promptly said that he 
dident tell this Alabaman to produce any 
such pamphlet, Work said he was 
“exceedingly sorry,” but dident say 
whether his tears was caused by the insult 
to Al’s religion or the fact that the story 
had leaked out in northern papers. 

Well it’s a sure thing that somebody 
must have told that Alabaman to fix up 
the pamphlets, for he wouldent have 
known enough to do it alone, in fact he 
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PREACHER’S WiFE: Where in the world did you learn those awful words, sonP 
PREACHER’S SON: I got them out of Papa’s sermon on Al Smith, 





dident know what church Smith belonged 
to. So that’s the way things have drifted 
along, just from one scandal to another. 

And our Anti-Bunks have just gone 
along and have not only kept clear of 
Church, but also of State matters. 

Of course our opponents did try to 
hook mae up with Aimee’s church, and 
say that if I was elected the Mother 
Church would be moved from Hollywood 
to Washington and that we would have 
the whole Country disappearing, 

But we tracked the rumor down and 
found just like a lot of these others that 
it was so. 

Our whole appeal is to the broad 
minded element, and I doubt if I receive 
over a hundred votes. 





Anti-Bunk Bulletin 


Our Candidate’s estimate of the Anti- 
Bunk vote is much too conservative. We 
have just heard that the Literary Digest’s 
nation-wide poll indicates a tremendous 
sweep of some eight hundred votes to Will 
Rogers. But even the Literary Digest is 
prejudiced, in favor of either Hoover or 
Smith (it won’t say which), so we have 
decided to conduct a straw vote of our 
own, under the supervision of Mr. Bench- 





ley. The first results of his secret investi- 
gation are set forth to your right. 

There will be another big Anti-Bunk 
Radio Rally next Wednesday evening 
(October 24). Announcement of this great 
broadcast appears on page 36. If you 
wish membership in our party and cam- 
paign buttons, send in your name to 
Rogers Campaign Headquarters, 598 
Madison Avenue, New York City. 





—, 


Our Own Straw Vote 
by 
Robert 
Benchley 


In order to ascertain th 
probable result of the comin 
election, we have undertaken 
a straw vote of the entir 
country, something simily 
to that being taken by the Literary Diges, 
only more fun. Our method of Canvassing 
the 20,000,000 voters has been as follows 
Each voter is approached personally by 
a representative of Lire ( probably th 
author of this article, as the rest of th 
staff don’t seem to have much interest jy 
the thing), and is asked if he has a fey 
minutes to spare. When he has said “No,” 
the matter reaches an impasse and som. 
times the wrangling goes on for days, 
If, however, the prospective voter hy 
no objection to bein i 
aside out of the tra 


him down inside his collar with my for. 
finger or maintaining a dignified silene 
and letting him make the advances. On 
has to pick one’s method according to the 
type of voter under examination, and i 
takes no little perspicacity to know which 
ones to tickle and which ones to tantalix 
with coldness. 

As soon as friendly relations are estab 
lished, the straw voting can be done. To 
call it a “straw” vote is really a misnome, 
as straw hasn’t been used since the oll 
Colonial days of “bundling,” when bur 
dles of straw were put into bed wih 
people to make them fretful. This was a 
that time known as a “straw vote,” but 
the word “vote” at that time had also a 
entirely different connotation from tha 
which it has today. 

So, leaving straw out of the matter 
altogether, the voting begins as soon 4 
you have got the voter to trust you. The 








“Biggers must have made a hole in one.” 
“No, he has a new cigarette lighter and I think he’s just got a light in one.” 
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you ask him: (1) How are you? (2) And 
your kinsfolk? (3) For whom are you 
going to vote? (4) For whom did you 
vote at the last election? (5) Would you 
be in favor of a law prohibiting the manu- 
facture and sale of intoxicating liquors? 
(6) Do you like me personally? 

Although I have not anywhere near 
finished canvassing the entire 20,000,000, 
owing to having had such a good time 
with the first five, I have enough data to 
make up some rather startling statistics on 
the subject, which are presented herewith: 


Case 1. Mr. X. Of good heredity, son 
of a shoemaker. Age 29. On his mother’s 
side slight traces of phthisis and eccen- 
tricity are observable. He himself was a 
weakly and highly nervous child, subject 
to night-terrors and ear-lobes. 

First noticed a tendency to vote at the 
age of 13, but thought nothing of it, lay- 
ing it to stories told him by an old nurse. 
First actual voting at 21, when he found 
himself making a mark for William 
Sulzer, who was not even running for 
office. This upset him and he went into 
retirement, coming out only for the 
morning papers. Is going to vote for 
Hoover. Voted for Coolidge at last elec- 
tion. 


ResuLt oF Straw Votre To Date 


Number of voters canvassed .... I 
Prospective votes for Hoover .... 0 
Prospective votes for Smith I 
Voted last election for Coolidge .. 0 
Voted last election for Davis .... 1 


(Canvasser’s Nore: If the above tabula- 
tion does not seem to jibe with the infor- 
mation gained from the voter mentioned, 
it is because we have reason to believe that 
he was lying and is not going to vote for 
Hoover at all, but for Smith. And the 
chances are that, regardless of what he 
said to the interviewer, he voted for Davis 
last time... .CanvassEr’s Note.) 


Case 2. This straw vote ran on for 
two days and a night, owing to excessive 
congeniality between the interviewer and 
the interviewed. A charming man, named 
George Maxey Risser, age 40, residence 
either 45 West 54th St. or 54 East 45th 
St, N. Y. City. Has traveled a lot and has 
brought back all kinds of good things 
trom foreign lands. Had to be told who 
the two candidates were and even then 
didn’t know. After arguing all Wednesday 
night and well into Friday, he was finally 
persuaded to vote, but insisted on scratch- 
ing both Hoover and Smith and writing 
in the name of the interviewer. The in- 
terviewer, seeing the logic of the thing, 
agreed also to scratch Hoover and Smi 
but insisted on writing in the name of 











“Not the Mr. 


Lindbergh P” 





the interviewee. This led to more arguing 
and more straw balloting, resulting in a 
deadlock. 


Resutt oF Straw Vore To DaTE 


Number of voters canvassed .... 2 
For Hoover 

For Smith 

For Robert Benchley 

For George Maxey Risser 


Next week we expect to have lots more 
votes to announce, but even then we'll have 
an awful lot of work to do to cover the 
20,000,000. It’s pretty hard for one man 
to carry on a straw vote alone, but we are 
a game little chap and can do it if neces- 
sary. So watch next week’s totals. (We 
will watch, too, and between the two of 





us we ought to find something.) 


THOUGHTS ON NOTING THE 
TITLE OF MISS AMELIA 
EARHART’S BOOK 

Do you suppose her pilot sings 
Anent that trip across the sea, 
“The hours I spent with thee, Earhart, 
Are as a string of pearls to me”? 
Carolyn Wells. 





FORE! 


A cHuRcH was recently struck by light- 
ning during the Sunday service. It is as- 
sumed, of course, that the bolt was aimed 
at the golf club across the road, 





Evetyn: Did you ever know a man 
who closed his eyes when he kissed? 
Vivian: I never saw one do it yet. 





























ALONG THE 


by 
Walter 
Winchell 


Dear Pat WILLARD: 

I'll wager that you 
have been pitying us back 
here along Broadway be- 
cause of the recent raids in 
“Heartacre Square.” But, Willard, save 
your tears and act your age. By this time 
Mrs. Willebrandt is doing the weeping, 
or if she isn’t, she should be, because it 
is so humiliating—for her. You remem- 
ber the way the Prohibition boys tore up 
and down the old Stem with their little 
hatchets and smashed in doors? Or tried 
to frighten the night clubbers by yelling 
“Boo!”? Imagine trying to impress a 
bunch who are invariably as stewed as a 
Sunday morning prune! Well, that’s what 
they tried to do and while they closed up 
a few joints which close in the summer 
anyway, the same dives are going at full 
blast again; alleged champagne still 
peddles at $25 per quart and chow mein 
is being retailed at a buck and a hawf. 
It certainly is a swell farce for all of us 
ginnocent bystanders. 

The Furnace on 52nd Street, which de- 
scribes itself as ““The Hottest Place in 

Town,” is open again 
and it still is pretty 
torrid. The sepia- 
shaded _ syncopators 
supply swell strains 
that soothe savages 
and you should hear 
that blazing band 
play “St. Louis 
Blues,” which, you 
know, is my idea of the national anthem. 
Oh, Willard, it’s grand, particularly when 
you are That Way over some femme or if 
you have gone That Way over some 
whoopee soup. When you're sober, | 
imagine, it gets on your nerves, but I 
wouldn’t know about that. 

The Mirador, once one of the Grade A 
places in town, has switched to a different 
management. The boys who own the 
Silver Slipper and the Frivolity Clubs 
(where the gals pose in the lewd) are 
the new sponsors of the Mirador and it 
has taken off its tall millinery. You may 
now frequent it and feel at home, with- 
out worrying about Miss Park Avenou- 
veau-Riche playing her lorgnette on you 
as if to say: “How did you get in here?” 





- 


or having the stiffs in uniforms at the 
door giving you that Dirty Look. The 
show is oke and the tariff is within reach 
of people who can afford the lower-rate 
taxicabs, so tell your New York-bound 
friends. 

The Lido, however, still is fancy. 
You’ve got to dress up in the old con- 
sommé and herring if you want the best 
service, but if you manage to crash the 
gate, you simply must have What It 
Takes, which is slanguage for “It,” Sex- 
Appeal or Mazumaa. It’s great for the car- 
riage trade, however, but not for Will 
Rogers, who was once criticized by them 
for saying “ain’t.” To which bit of high- 
hatting Mr. Rogers is supposed to have 
chirped: “Yeah? I notice a lotta people 
who ain’t sayin’ ain’t—ain’t eatin’!” 
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Barney’s in Greenitch Villitch has re. 
opened and how! Peewee Hale Byers ang 
his crew of instrumentalists give in jj} 
it hurts, and Walter O’Keefe officiates a5 
master of ceremonies. His pithy remarks 
and pungent cracks amuse the intelli. 
gentsia, so he must be hot. The Chiteay. 
Madrid, with an open roof, on 54th Street, 
is still packing them in. Jack White is the 
clown up there and his future is bright, 
according tothe 
“wise mob,” which 
includes the loca] 
producers and man. 
agers. He rates a 
break in a_ show, 
Willard. He’s plenty 
comical. 

But the Stem is 
breathless over an 
other whoopee parlor now being fashioned, 
The owners of The Furnace are plotting 
it and intend to name it “The Lion’s 
Den,” with a subtitle as follows: “The 
Wildest Place in Town,” and we stay-up- 
lates are panting for something different, 
which that joint promises to be. It can't 
get any dizzier around here, old pal, 
Most of us are on a merry-go-round, any- 
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“Three more raccoons, Jake, and I'll be able to send the boy to college.” 











ia. 


“Aw, be a darling!” 





way, but One Must Live and Love and 
keep crazy, because if we ever came to 
we probably would go straight—home to 
our Wives. 

At any rate, Broadway is not what Mrs. 
Willebrandt tried to make it, although the 
cafés are not “selling.” You've got to 
bring your own stuff unless You Have 


Influence and, of course, money. So there | 
you are, Willard. Give in and admit that | 


they are wasting the taxpayers’ good 
dough trying to make Broadway sissified. 
It seems that it can’t be did—and it also 
proves that Broadway can function with- 
out Texas Guinan—just as New York 
can function without a Mayor. 





NOT A CHANCE 
One thing, though—we’ve never heard of 
an absent-minded professor who was so 
absent-minded as to mark an absent 
student present, or to give a high mark 


toa flunker. There’s a limit to every- 
thing. 





Syivia: Goodbye, Mother. 
_Morner: Wait a minute, dear. Please 
sign the Visitor's Book before you go. 


In Chicago, they probably recite it 
“Casey at the Gat.” 





Little Rambles with Serious 
Thinkers 


Att the vitamines are in vegetables. A 
cow eats vegetables. Who ever heard of 
a cow holding a big job? 

—Robert Quillen. 


It’s tiresome to be out of love. 
—Elsie Janis. 


The more I see of Paris and Montmartre 
the more happy I am to be an American. 
—Aimée Semple McPherson. 


Few of us are millionaires. 
—Angelo Patri. 


Suppose I asked you if you had ceased 
beating your wife and insisted on a “Yes” 
or “No” answer. If you said “No,” what 
would others think of you? If you said 
“*Yes,”” what an admission! 

—Rev. Dr. S. Parkes Cadman. 


It was the pulpit that put Prohibition into 

the Constitution, and it is the pulpit’s 

business to see that it is kept there. 
—Rev. Dr. William Carter. 


“While there is Life, there’s hope.” 
—Gov. Alfred E. Smith. 





HOUSEHOLD HINT NEEDED 
A MODERN young lady, when presented 
with a nest of gold thimbles, exclaimed: 
“My Gawd, what do you serve in these?” 











“My dear, I won't have a thing left if that laundress keeps on stealing things. This week 
it was two Pullman towels.” 
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SPORTSMEN azd SPORTS 


“Inside Stuff—Football”’ 


Foorsatt is a highly scientific 
game. It’s a contest of com- 
binations with the most mi- 
nute details drilled into the 
players through weeks of in- 
tensive study and hard work. It’s a battle 
of ideas, of systems, of logarithms, of 
secret psychology and applied mechanics. 
Yes, indeed, football is a highly scientific 
game. This will prove the point: 

Before he came to coach at N. Y. U., 
“Chick” Meehan took a good Syracuse 
team to Worcester, Mass., to play Holy 
Cross. It was a scoreless tie late in the 
last quarter. Men had been knocked out 
on each side, and Holy Cross was down 
to its third assistant quarterback. He was 
a chap named Smith and belonged to the 
“whispering quarterback” school. That is, 
he wasn’t always sure he had the signals 
right so he used to whisper the details 
after he had run out of numbers. 

Quarterback Smith called for a forward 
pass; the center snapped the ball back 
and the riot was on. Mr. Smith gazed 

around him in dis- 
may. Every pro 
spective receiver was 
either making a 
forced landing on 
one ear or plowing 
up the ground with 
his face. The Syra- 
cuse wingmen were 
rushing in on him, 
and he still had the 
ball. If he had had 
a shovel, he would have dug a hole 
and buried himself as the only way of 
escape. Not knowing what else to do, he 
drop-kicked a field goal from practically 
midfield. He had never kicked a field 
goal before. The final score was Holy 
Cross 3, Syracuse o. 
Football is a highly scientific game. 
. - * 


Kieran 


Ir is known, of course, that the boy who 
makes his mark on the college gridiron 
never lacks for business opportunities in 
Wall Street or elsewhere upon gradua- 
tion. A football hero is an asset in almost 
any business you can think of. There’s no 
need to give names and addresses, but: 


A smaller college was leading Harvard 
6—-o in the last quarter. The Crimson 
team, however, was piled ahead toward 
the goal line with enough time left to 
score a touchdown, kick the extra point 
and win the game. Most of the plays were 
going through one sition—tackle. A 
substitute tackle on the bench was glar- 
ing at the coach, expecting the word to 
go in. He didn’t get it, and Harvard 
pushed within ten yards of the line. The 
youngster, disregarding the coach, tossed 
off his blanket, ran out on the field, chased 
away the tackle through whose position 
the pounding Harvard backs had come, 
and took that place in the defensive line. 
Three plays came directly at him. He 
piled them up—and broke his collarbone 
stopping the third rush. He saved the 
game. He was a hero. 

Just a few weeks ago an alumnus of 
that institution stopped in an Eighth Ave- 





nue “beanery” before entering Madison 
Square Garden to see a fight. The mag in 
the white coat behind the counter wa 
the hero of the Harvard game. 

* . 


Tuere is discord in the Midwest. It js 

charged that Michigan “lured away” a 
football player who 
had already enrolled 
at the University of 
Chicago. There are 
always plenty of 
charges about “ring. 
ers,” in the Midwest 
and in every other 
district where foot 
ball excitement is ip- 
tense (which is 
long way of saying 

“everywhere”’). 

The football “ringer” is undoubtedly 
the most mysterious form of animal life, 
It is never where you look for it. You 
hear that there are some at Alpha Inst- 
tute. You go there and they prove to you 
not only that there are none at Alpha, but 
that there are plenty at Beta College. You 
go to Beta. Foiled again! They prove to 
you that the ringers are all back at Alpha. 
Probably they passed you on the way. 
The conclusion is that a “ringer” is a 
good player on the other fellow’s team. 








12 Quarts 


“Says here they’ve made war illegal.” 
“Yeah? Say, just what the hell does that word ‘illegal’ mean, anyhow?” 
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SKIPPY’S 





LETTERS 


By Percy L. Crosby 


Dear Sooky: 

Wait’ll I tell ya! You'll never 
guess. | goes up in an aeroplane. Yes, sir! 
an aeroplane. Mr. Geepee knew someone 
who had a friend that knew a feller what 
worked around Commander Byrd’s plane. 
Ya can see we was sittin pretty. It wasn’t 
long before Mr. Geepee says a pilot would 
take me up for an airin. 

Well, I gets in the plane an it’s a closed 
one. My heart began to beat when the 
motor gets singin; pretty soon we starts. 
Faster an faster we goes bicyclin over the 
lawn, then all to a sudden I look out the 
window an I see we’re no longer on the 
ground. In no time no less we're goin 
over backyards an houses, straight up the 
kite line we go, until I see water right 
ahead an before I know it, there it is un- 
der us. Docks look like inch marks on a 
ruler. 

Higher an higher we buzz up the sky. 
We don’t seem to be makin any speed 
now, just sorta danglin like a spider in the 
wind. I wobble up to the driver an hold 
onto the back of his seat. ““What’s them 
things down there that look like cracker 
crumbs on a billiard table?” I asks. 
“Cattle!” he sez. “An them match boxes 
ull o’ pepper?” “Freight cars full of 
coal!”” he sez. 

“How far are we now?” I ask him. 

“Six thousand feet,” he sez. 

“Which way?” I ask. 

“As an engine drops,” he comes back. 

I looked down an my insides flutter 





like a cage o” canaries in a cat show. It 
was just as if I was lookin at a page in 
the geography—nothin but maps. Then I 
got to thinkin of my homework. We 
begin to tilt an there’s the map right 
alongside o’ me, just as if we was turnin 
a page. All of a sudden—zingo! Under- 
neath is an altogether different map. 

Well, after we mosey around the pages, 
the driver starts carvin pretzels in the 
air. All of a sudden—wingo! We drops 
like an elevator without a floor. I wanted 
to yell, but me mouth was full o’ lungs. 
When he gets through playin ring 0 
rosy with the sky, I begin to get easy. 

“We'll have to go down now cause I 
ain’t so sure o’ my gasoline,” the driver 
sez. 

“Ain’t so sure!” I sez. “Why, how 
much ya got?” 

“I dunno,” he sez, “the meter’s busted 
an I think I’m workin on the reserve.” 

An me without so much as a step lad- 
der. 

“When you drivers hop the ocean, how 
do ya tell time if ya watch is bein fixed?” 
I sez. 

“A pilot’s got to know his astronomy.” 

“By stars maybe should I ask it?” 

“No, we don’t tell time so much by 
stars as the spaces what fit between the 
stars,” he sez. ““When it’s black we know 
it’s night, but when it gets gray, then we 
know it’s time for breakfast.” 

All this time I never knew we was goin 
down, but we was over house tops an 


skiddin toward a big dog house. Oh, 
sometime I’m goin to tell you about this 
ride. 

Oh, I’ve got the swellest collection of 
fence gates ya ever saw lined up for Hal- 
loween. I hear Krausmeyer’s goin to get a 
new bread-box. I hope he doesn’t disap- 
point us. 

Affectionately sincere, 





IF THE FOOTBALL COACHES 
WROTE THE CHEERS 

Ran! Rah! Rah! 

Our team’s a bunch of dubs 

But give ’em a regular cheer; 

They can’t even beat the scrubs, 

They ain’t won a game all year, 

So there’s no sense in lying, 

The team’s all BLAH. 

But at least they keep on trying— 

So give ’em a regular cheer— 


RAH! RAH! RAH! 





Tue Mettinc Por seems to be 
rapidly evolving into the Cocktail Shaker. 





Rameses: That guy’s been working a week, 
and he hasn’t given me a laugh yet. I’m going 





to fire him and get a good columnist! 
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THE POLITICAL FRONT 


Exaggerations The claim that Alfred E. Smith will 
’ carry Pennsylvania. 
by I HAVE SPM some spare The oriental shrewdness of Mr. Pros- 
Henry time on trains and in motor | | suer. 
Suydam Sethe facing, wih] "Puc indignation aboot HLF. Si 
- clair’s contributions to the Republican 


. -— Smith, in iy Se. — Treasury. 

a is a e ne rg ° Prohibition 

which are frightiully exaggerated. al The Pope’s interest in the result of the 
ever I heard or saw something that sinithen 


seemed overdone, overemphasized or over- Tie eihitets at Cis Geile Chew of 
_____ advertised, I jotted it Sit ols: Stead y 

down on a spare copy . 
of the socialist plat- 
form. This list of 
exaggerations now 
stands as follows: 


~ 


William F. Kenney’s joviality. 

The disaffection of the South. 

Mr. Hoover’s pulchritude. 

Concern over the foreign policies of the 
next administration. 











The wit of Alfred Revolution in the wheat, corn and pig 
E. Smith. country. 
The judgment of | The Literary Digest poll. 
Mr. Raskob. The luxuries of Gov. Smith’s eleven- 
Dr. Hubert Work’s | car campaign train. 
powers as a diagnostician. The vote-getting capacities of a brown 
The sarcasm of George H. Moses of | derby. 
New Hampshire. William E. Borah’s defense of the Con- 
The size of radio audiences that tune | stitution. 
in on campaign speeches. Charles Curtis’ Indian ancestry. 














Al Smith’s opinions on upper Sie 
and the Baltic onsidae. te 

Prosperity. 

The power of the Non-Partisar League: 
in North Dakota. 

Public demand for campaign buttons, 

Joseph T. Robinson. 

The New York Herald Tribune's ¢, 
torials. 

The “boiler plate” of the Republican 
National Committee. 

Handshaking. 

Mr. Mellon’s sorrow at the disappear. 
ance of Charles G. Dawes. 

The American home. 

Frenzy over Mr. Kellogg’s treaty, 

Oswald Garrison Villard. 

The American Legion. 

The good Mayor Walker does Al 
Smith. 

Public indignation 
at the failure of law 
enforcement. 

The spirituality of 
Dr. John Roach 
Straton. 

The Tariff. 

Interviews with 
Secretary Jardine. 

The woman vote, 

Mr. Coolidge’s enthusiasm for Herben 
Hoover. 

The theory that Civil Service employ 
ees are not in politics. 

The “Whispering Campaign.” 

The Non-Partisanship of Catholics. 

The result of the Nicaraguan election. 

Mr. Hoover’s affection for the farm- 
house at Westbranch, Iowa. 

The claim that it was the Germans, 
not the Belgians, whom the Republican 
Candidate for President fed. 

Charles Evans Hughes’s demonstration 
that Mr. Coolidge thought of the Dawes 
plan while yachting on the “Mayflower.” 

The senior Senator from Alabama. 














Tus completes the list of things exag- 
gerated to date. There is but one factor 
in this campaign which I feel has not been 
exaggerated—and that is religious preju 
dice. 











“Tue Economic BENEFITS OF ProHIBITION ArE Osvious” 











FAIR PLAY FOR TOADS! 
Tue GovernMENT has just issued a timely 
warning against our slaughter of toads. 
Toads are the farmer’s best friend, sinc 
they devour injurious insects, and ma 
urally few people ever kill one on pur 
pose. But scores of nimrods, even now 
trekking into the woods, will probably 
shoot them in mistake for deer. And there 
is a startling increase lately of men who 
step on one at every opportunity with the 


idea that it may be Lon Chaney. 
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Gentlemen, Meet Mr. Brisbane! 


Twenty-Five British journalists are now 
on a visit to the United States, as guests 
of the Carnegie Endowment for Inter- 
national Peace. The object of their visit, 
of course, is to cement fraternal bonds by 
intimate interchange of ideas, etc., etc. 
“Nothing but good can come of such 
tours of acquaintance and inspection,” 
says an editorial in the New York World. 
“The Britons will know America better 
after seeing American journalists at work. 
he profession of journalism, which is 
charged with a heavy reponsibility for 
promoting peace, has much to gain from 
an exchange of views by representatives of 
both branches of the English-print press.” 
It is a great idea to allow these Britons 





to see American journalists at work. We 
hope they will be taken first to see a per- 
formance of “The Front Page’’; then they 
might be introduced to the New York 
journalist who took a photograph of Ruth 
Snyder as she sat in the electric chair, to 
the Chicago journalists who glorified Leo- 
pold and Loeb, and to the Los Angeles 
journalists who proved that Hickman was 
really just a warm-hearted mother’s boy. 
Their discoveries in this country may 
not do much for the cause of interna- 
tional peace; but they certainly should 


help to pep up the British press. 





First Eprror: Joe didn’t seem aware 
that I was six weeks in the hospital. 

Seconp Ditto: Why, no. He said he 
didn’t know you were (sic). 





Success Story 


“How did Murphy make his money?” 

“He was sitting in his old flivver one 
day, wondering where his next meal was 
coming from, when a gentleman drove 
up and offered him a dollar if he’d move 
out of the space he was parked in.” 

“Murphy did, of course?” 

“Absolutely. And before the day was 
over he made six dollars more the same 
way. That is how he made his money.” 

“But, man, he couldn’t amass a hun- 
dred thousand dollars that way in such 
a short time!” 

“Not alone, but he saw the possibilities 
in the scheme. Now he has forty men and 
forty flivvers working for him.” 


Bill Sykes. 
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A Censored-Book-of-the-Month 
Club 


by I don’t mind giving the Bos- 
Don ton book censors an idea. Or 
I will hand it free to any 

Herold 


other group of book censors. 
First come, first served. I am 
confident that American literature is fer- 
tilized rather than sterilized by censor- 
ship, so I am willing to do my bit to 
boom censorship. 

The Boston Watch and Ward Society 
and other self-anointed censorship organ- 
izations probably (let us hope) have a 
hard time getting along, financially. Well, 
I think I have a scheme for putting these 
babies on a paying basis. 

If the Book-of-the-Month Club and the 
Literary Guild can do a good business by 
recommending good books, why shouldn’t 
there be a fortune for somebody in knock- 
ing bad books? In short, why shouldn’t 
the Watch and Ward Society examine all 
the forthcoming books in manuscript 
form and knock one book a month, and 
send it at a special rate to members of 
the Bad-Book-of-the-Month Club? By be- 
coming a member of such a club you 
could be assured of receiving, in advance 
of receipt by the general public, all the 
outstanding tainted books published in 
this country, and you could be the first to 
talk about them in your community. 
When you sat down to play the piano 
your friends would laugh and say: “Don’t 

lay the piano, Joe. Tell us about the last 
Pad book you read.” 


Now, the Boston censors and other cen- 





, 
hKeere LQ Of 


B0-Bayf- of te Month, 


| Krow ft by 


Plain wrapper” 


sorship groups are, in effect, performing 
this very service to American book read- 
ers—but somebody else is reaping the 
profits. My plan would sustain -ensorship 
in Boston and other cities. If the censors 
are to popularize certain books, why 
shouldn’t the censors get in on the gravy? 
I am sure that the Boston censors, for 
example, could, instead of banning a book 
now and then when the whim hits them, 
easily get their anathematizing down to 
a system and ban or pan one book a 
month, month in and month out. They 
have shown signs of the hunting instinct; 


Pe 
surely they ought to be able to SNOOP out 
one tainted book a month, thus insurin 
their subscribers a steady flow of really 
bad books, delivered by the postman “, 
your door” in plain wrappers. I predict ; 
half-million members in no time at all 
The censors sell most of the best-selling 
books now, and this without any dean 
whatever to sell books; think how myc 
better they might do if they went frankly 
into the book-selling business. ) 

Think what appealing advertising such 
an organization could emit. “The Board 
of Snoopers of the Bad-Book-of-the-Month 
Club have what are acknowledged to 
the most sensitive nostrils in the literary 
world. They are able to detect the nay. 
seating things in literature long before the 
world in general can come to know them, 
Each member of our board is famous fo, 
his contributions to the cultural degrad:- 
tion of America. Your membership in this 
club will make you, too, an authority on 
current worthless literature. Join today,” 

The censors are already dishing the din 
on a small scale; why don’t they apply big 
business methods to their work and put 
censorship on a paying basis? 





HER PARTY DID NOT ANSWER 
Frienp (at social gathering, to tek. 
phone girl): Miss Connection, | want you 
to meet Mr. Jones. 
TELEPHONE Girv: Spell out the name, 
please. 





SicNIFICANT—A_ word applied by 
any adept editorial writer to a phenom 
enon, an episode or a trend, or something, 





whose significance eludes him. 












THe ONLY THING SAVED FROM THE Wreck Was A PHONoGRAPH AND One REooRD 
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PEP’S DIARY 


by SEPTEMBER 22—The fairest 


Baird day we have had in weeks, 
ave so most of the morning 
Leonard spent over motor-route maps 


of the sort which any child 
can unfold but T. A. Edison could not 
put back again, nor in all that sea of 
paper could we make out how to arrive 
handily at the place where my great- 
grandparents are buried, so off instead to 
Poughkeepsie, which an ~— lad of 
our acquaintance did call “Puffkeepsie” 
the first time he saw it, and I was so 
delighted to find that the pin which Mr. 
Coughlan has been holding in the Nelson 
House safe is actually mine that I was 
at some pains not to embrace him. So to 
bed, fairly early, and no sooner was I 
ensconced on my pillows than a rousing 
fife and drum corps set up in the street 
a square or two away, with great hurrahs 
from the populace, but Sam would not let 
me reclothe myself and descend to the ex- 
citement, saying that it was probably 
nothing but Al Smith propaganda. Lord! 
what sport it would be to live in a small 
town during the current campaign, and 
in this connection I am somewhat irrele- 
vantly reminded of a poem once wrote by 
Florence Nash, the playactress, which be- 
gan, “It’s autumn in the country now, 
It's only colder weather here.” Then 
to whip lace upon my new tea nap- 
kins, whilst Sam fell a-reading the 
Gideon Bible and kept asking me such 
questions as “If Eve was the only woman 
in the world, where did Cain get his 
wife?” until I was well-nigh distraught 
with him and did feign slumber, but I 
could not really sleep till almost dawn 
trom worrying that the heat of the night 
egg take the fresh Marcel out of my 
air. 


SEPTEMBER 23 (Lord’s Day)—Off early 
lor Peekskill over one of the best roads 
in the country, and thence through Bed- 
tord to New Canaan to lunch with the 
Whites, and they had a soufflé of crab 
meat and vermicelli which was as good 
as anything I ever did taste in my life, 
and also a splendid salad flanked by cold 
ham tenderloin. We did speak of this 
and that, in especial the heavy criticism 
to which the young people of today do 
lay themselves open, but Lord! I doubt 
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Orr-StaGE witH Famous VAUDEVILLIANS 
The Great Hypnotist Tries to Put the Baby to Sleep 





if there is much difference throughout the 
ages in this connection, for I do well re- 
call that when I was a child, the news- 
papers printed articles about Alice Roose- 
velt’s putting her elbows on the table. 
To the Greenwich ferry, and thereby over 
to Long Island, reaching Old Westbury in 
time for dinner, which is what I do call 
cutting a wide swathe, a proceeding 
which has always held great appeal for 
me. Home before midnight, and turning 
on the new radio, there came forth a 
weather song, “Rizzle, drizzle, the party’s 
a fizzle, but oh, what a night to love!” 
etc., and Sam was for throwing the whole 
affair out the window, but I would not 
let him, having purchased it to keep 
abreast of the presidential campaign, in 





especial to hear Senator Borah. So, very 
weary, to bed, reading in a book called 
“Goodbye, Wisconsin,” which said that 
the future of American civilization is the 
riddle of a Sphinz with the perfect face 
of a movie star, and it did depress me 
strangely, so that I was obliged to con- 
centrate on George M. Cohan and the 
flag to get any slumber soever. 





INTRUDING 
“Wuart shall I do to be saved?” said the 
sinner— 
Contrite after days of reflection. 
“Dear me!” said the parson. “I’m so busy 
now— 
Can you come around after election?” 
Tejay. 
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THE MOVIES 


“Excess Baggage” 
Wuite “Excess Baggage” 
must be listed as a good 
picture, and one decidedly 
to be seen, I can’t help 
feeling that it could have 
been and should have been much better. 
It is an excellent story, of the back-stage 
variety, with living characters and gen- 
uinely strong situations; but many of the 
points that it might legitimately make are 
missed through carelessness and sloppi- 
ness. It almost seems that the director and 
the scenario writers weren’t half trying. 
This sad indifference to opportunity 
did not afflict the principal players in 
“Excess Baggage.” William Haines, as a 
vaudeville acrobat, and Josephine Dunn, 
as his movie-star wife, are both superb. 
Mr. Haines’ performance is altogether 
gratifying, because it indicates that his 
long experience in smart-aleck rdéles has 


by 
R. E. 


Sherwood 





not dulled his sensitiveness. He is better 
in this than he has been since his unfor- 
gettable appearance in that heart-rending 
little picture called “Memory Lane.” 


“The Fleet’s In” 


THERE is a great deal of naval matter in 
Clara Bow’s new offering, “The Fleet’s 
In,” and as I know little about the Navy, 
I hardly feel qualified to write an authori- 
tative criticism. However, Rear Admiral 
Cluverius has been good enough to send 
me a copy of The Mountaineer, published 
by the men of the U. S. S. “West Vir- 
ginia,” containing an expert review of 
“The Fleet’s In.” 

“It is an interesting picture in many 
respects,” says the “West Virginia’s” 
anonymous critic, “and gives Clara plenty 
of opportunity to display the famous Bow 
legs, but some boners have crept in that 
cause an honest-to-gosh sailor to lean back 





against the cushions and _ snicker in 
derision. Picture, if you can, a firstclas, 
signalman who is unable to spell ong. 
syllable words correctly. Maybe in the 
Siberian Navy this would be possible, bur 
not in your Uncle Samuel’s.. . . . The boys 
in Hollywood should get wise to the fact 
that it takes more than marcelled hair 
and a winning smile to get the old arm 
decorated with a bird. 

“Then there is the Exec who pleads 
with the hero to take liberty. Hey, hey, 
that’s a hot one... . . Again, there is litte 
Clara standing down on the dock in 
Frisco waiting for the bluejackets to come 
ashore. When they do, one sea-going 
Santa Claus presents her with a white fox 
fur from Manila. We waited tensely. 
expecting the next bozo to hand her a 
beach coat from Point Barrow, but the 
scenario writer overlooked this realistic 
little touch.” 

I must confess that these defects escaped 
my untrained eye; but even though | 
never joined the Navy, I think I know: 
hot baby when I see one, and Clara Bow 
is all of that. It also seems to me that the 
title, “The Fleet’s In,” is one of the bes 
that have ever been applied. 





A Confidential Guide to current moving 
pictures will be found on page 24. 





THe SYNCHRONIZED HANDWRITING ON THE Movie Propucer’s WALL 
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THE RADIO 








Tuts is Sunshine Week, with 
». this old grouch being big- 
re hearted and constructive. No 
dirty digs, no sassy cracks and 
credit all around where credit is due. 
First, love and kisses to the Lehigh 
Coal and Navigation Company for its 
beautiful endeavor to further the apprecia- 
tion of ballad and Lieder singing by hiring 
Mr. Reinald Werrenrath to take part in a 
series of half-hour programs of songs, 
mixed up with well-informed chatter by 
the baritone in person (not a phonograph 
record). 
+ * * 
| pon’t know what I’ve ever done for the 
Lehigh Coal and Navigation Company to 
deserve all this. I use coal in moderation 
but all my navigation is done in taxicabs. 
Mr. Werrenrath nearly lost a customer 
right off the bat by singing, as the second 
number of his first program, “Pale Hands 
I Love.” But I suppose it was just one 
of those things that had to be. As Mr. 
Werrenrath went on, I could see the sub- 
tle plan at the back of the whole business. 
In his first program, he deliberately got 
off his diaphragm all his old encore num- 
bers. I, for one, am glad that he is washed 
up with the sad fate of Danny Deever 
and the eternal questions of that flathead, 
Files-on-Parade, who didn’t seem to have 
wits enough to know when a man was 
being hanged right in front of his eyes. 
Anyway, it’s great to hear a singer on 
the radio who says “can’t you” instead of 
“canchew” and who sings the lyrics of a 
song as though he could read and write 
and knew what they meant. And so if 
Mr. Werrenrath keeps right on—and you 
may hear him at seven o'clock on Sunday 
night—I will overlook that little matter 
of “Pale Hands I Love.” 


* * * 


Tue Lucky Strike Hour, on Saturdays, 
gets in on this Sunshine Week paean of 
praise because (1) it employs the services 
of Mr. B. A. Rolfe’s band; (2) because 
the musical selections are given straight 
off and not hung together by any hor- 
tible scenario; (3) because the inevitable 
advertising announcement hardly takes a 
minute of your time; (4) because, so far, 
it hasn't tried to ring in amy soloists. 





The habit of trying to hang good music 
on a bad attempt to fit it into some kind 
of so-called dramatic sequence has ruined 
a of otherwise good hours. If I 

adn’t promised myself not to be mean 
and personal, I could mention the Night 
in Paris Hour as a case in point. Some- 
body hit on the good idea of broadcasting 
French tunes and American music with a 
café atmosphere and then nearly ruined 
the whole business by taking up about 
half the time with conversations between 
four persons who should be chucked into 
the Seine. But if you can put up with the 
annoyances of the “zee’s” and “zoo’s,” 
you'll like the music, particularly the 
French songs, which are well sung. Can 
it be they are sung by Frenchmen? 


* 7 . 
Next week, by special request, I am 


going to write about those early birds who 
conduct the morning exercises. As all 


these brain and brawn hours go on before | 
nine in the morning, and I hate to sit up | 


all night, I have hired an assistant to listen 
in and make a report to me. 





MEDITATION IN A SILK STORE 
Wuenas in silks my Julia goes 

°T is then, methinks, how sweetly flows 
The joy of Oppenheim & Rose. 

But when, a more plebeian sheath, 

Her rayon knickers flash beneath, 

Grr! How they growl and gnash their 

teeth! 
Baron Ireland. 








THe SNAKE CHARMER Gives HERSELF A 
PERMANENT 





SopHomore—Any youth who 
divides the female population of the world 
into two groups: Pips and Washouts. 





Moore! I want to marry your daughter.” 
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Repus.ican leaders 

have lately been com- 

plaining that rum 

and religion are “ob- 
scuring the true issues of the campaign.” 
What are these true issues, then? At this 
writing, the Republican candidate has not 
done much to define them; the Man Be- 
hind the Collar is, we know, firmly 
opposed to floods on the Mississippi River, 
but for the rest he seems to think that 
silence is golden. 


There is, of course, prosperity. From 
the vigorous thumping of the full dinner 
pail by Republican orators you would 


think (as perhaps they think) that Bryan 


is still the Democratic candidate; but 
Al Smith has never done much damage 
to prosperity. Mr. Raskob, who is the 
principal financier in the Smith campaign 
organization, and presumably would be 
the principal financier in the Smith ad- 
ministration, was never regarded as a 
menace to prosperity before last June. He 
is in fact one of the principal benefici- 
aries, and principal advocates, of the 
peculiar type of hypothetical prosperity 
which we now enjoy; if there is any man 
on earth whose interest lies in maintain- 
ing the American economic system in the 
status quo ante, it is John J. Raskob. 

If there are any other major issues, 
earnest voters would like to know about 
them. Rum and religion are the things 
people are talking about and getting 
angry about; but Dr. Work says they are 
not issues, so that settles it. 


Possisty, before this is printed, Mr. 
Hoover may have to emerge from his 
collar and say a few words of one syllable 
on other issues, as the detection of a 
couple of Republican National Committee- 





men in an anti-Catholic campaign com- 
pelled him to speak out on the religious 
issue. No one doubts that Mr. Hoover 
meant what he said when he declared 
that he did not want people to support 
him on religious grounds; and no one 
supposes that his repudiation of intoler- 
ance will cost him a single Methodist 
vote. He is going to get them whether 
he likes the idea or not, and after election 
the engineers of this campaign will expect 
their reward. Quite possibly they will not 
get it, for we all know that Mr. Hoover is 
noble in motive. But he could have made 
his opposition to intolerance effective only 
if he had taken charge of his campaign 
and his party as Smith did, as a good 
many people expected Hoover to do, until 
he was nominated. He has chosen to let 
other men take charge before election and 
he may find that they are still in charge 
after election. 


As to rum, the arguments current 
among Eastern Republicans remind one 
of the arguments that were used about 
the tariff twenty years ago. In 1908 dis- 
satisfaction with the tariff was more 
general, even, than is dissatisfaction with 
Prohibition enforcement now; both parties 
promised tariff revision, and when that 
word was used before election it meant 
revision downward. The Republicans 
argued, however, that the tariff must be 
revised by its friends; they won, and pro- 
ceeded to revise it upward. 

Just so we are told that the Volstead 
Act must be revised by its friends; that 
the hope of modification lies not in Smith 
who is against Prohibition, but in Hoover 
who says he is for it. Wets who vote for 





—— 


Hoover, however, probably feel that 
are safe whatever happens. A _ nation 
which has learned how to be wet under 
the present law will probably stay wet 
whether the law is modified or not. 


Tue two recently published letters writ. 
ten by Mr. Taft ten years ago mark 
the Chief Justice as the most remarkable 
sociological prophet of our times. Before 
the National Prohibition Amendment was 
passed, he predicted with almost super- 
natural insight all the evils that would 
follow—the debauching of official ip. 
tegrity, the demoralization of politics, the 
destruction of respect for the Government 
and the Constitution. “The theory that 
the National Government can enforce any 
law will yield to the stubborn circum. 
stances,” wrote Mr. Taft in 1918; and 
1928 has proved that he saw clearly. Yet, 
just as the cure for hard times in a tariff. 
protected community is a higher tariff, so 
the cure for a failure in law enforcement 
is a harsher enforcement law. Who cares 
whether Prohibition works or not? It is 
a great experiment, noble in motive and 
far-reaching in purpose. By faith are we 
justified, not by filthy rags of works. 


Or course, if the divine favor continues 
to be shed as copiously on the United 
States as it has been shed in the past few 
years, it makes no difference who is Presi- 
dent; we could elect the Rev. Norman 
Thomas (who, so far as his personal 
qualities go, is a better man than a 
number of Presidents we have had) with 
out impeding the march of prosperity. 
And if we have earned this divine favor, 
as a good many campaign orators are tell- 
ing us, by our own merit—by voting for 
Prohibition and the protective tariff— 
there is no need to worry. But if some of 
our felicity is due to luck we may before 
long need a President who not only can 
think, but dares to think, even if a bloc 
of voters may be offended by it. 

Mr. Mussolini, who has certainly quali 
fied as a successful politician, lately ob 
served that no man has a right to govern 
a nation who cannot see at least fifty 
years ahead. By that criterion neither of 
our candidates deserves the Presidency. 
If Hoover has looked ahead at anything 
but flood control and waterway develop 
ment, he has kept his observations to him- 
self. Smith has done a good deal of look- 


ing ahead at various problems; but 
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The Unhappy Warrior 








apparently he has not looked, and while 
Mr. Raskob is beside him he is not likely 
to look, at the implications of the in- 
stallment plan, which has brought us un- 
exampled prosperity, and may some day 
bring us unexampled misfortune. 


On the other hand, a statesman should 
not only look ahead, but see straight. 
Mussolini’s latest looking ahead leads him 
to be greatly concerned about the decay 
of the Occidental birthrate. “The yellow 
and black races are at our doors”—an 
argument which the Kaiser employed 
thirty years ago for purposes of his own, 
and which Mussolini uses with equal 
ingenuity. A year or two ago he was 
complaining that the overflowing popu- 
lation of Italy needed more territory; now 
he tells us that Italy needs more popula- 
tion. “Sixty million Italians would make 
their weight felt in the history of the 
world.” In other words, if our population 
does not overflow enough now to justify 
a demand for more territory, let us see 
that it overflows as soon as possible. No 
doubt that argument will be much ap- 





plauded in Italy, where criticism of Mus- 
solini sends men to jail; but abroad it has 
failed to rouse much enthusiasm. There 
is certainly a potential peril to the West 
in the overcrowded populations of Asia; 
but the remedy is not to overcrowd the 
West, and reduce Italy and France to the 
Chinese standard of living. 

Mussolini not only looks ahead, he 
looks back; and here too his vision seems 
a little faulty. When he draws the picture 
of cities draining the life from the coun- 
tryside, of an old and decadent nation 
“talling a prey to younger peoples knock- 
ing at its deserted frontiers,” he seems to 
be thinking of Rome. Well, the historians 
know that the Germans who disrupted the 
Roman Empire were far outnumbered by 
the Romans; but the Germans were 
willing to fight and the Romans, in the 
main, were not. To the average Roman, 
the Empire had become an_ institution 
too burdensome and oppressive to be 
worth fighting for. Mussolini, as he 
builds up Italian efficiency at the cost of 
everything else, might find it profitable 
to remember that. Elmer Davis. 





—Life Lines— 
Rome, according to an A. P. dispatch, is 
the noisiest city in the world. This is due, 
of course, to the fact that Mussolini is 
now conducting a whispering campaign. 
JL 


To political golfers who dig up 
too much dirt: “Please replace the bigots.” 
JL 


‘East GUENTHER, room and meals for gentle- 
men or couple; also girl to share room; reason- 
ble.’’"—San Antonio Express. 

Sue’p have to be. 
JL 
In Texas there is a campaign for 
ai 4 pars 
municipal ownership of electric power 
plants. We offer the campaign slogan: 
“Own your own ohm.” 


JIL 

AN announcement by Mr. Otto H. 
Kahn states that “the principal issue now 
before us is a Republican Administration 
under Hoover or a Democratic Adminis- 
tration under Smith.” Thus are refuted 
the cynics who proclaim the lack of a gen- 
uine issue in the campaign. 
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Fall Openings 

Ir usually takes merely the 

sight of a stage full of char- 

acters in oriental costumes to 
throw us into a fitful sleep 

(and that, my fellow Gil- 
hert-and-Sullivan hearties, goes for “The 
Mikado,” too), but the oriental costumes 
in “Chee-Chee” have so much color and 
imagination (John Booth’s imagination, 
ucording to the program) that they alone 
would have served to keep us awake even 
if nothing else had. 

There are numerous other antidotes to 
the oriental influence, however, among 
them Richard Rodgers’ score, which, to 
our trained ear, seems to contain some of 
the loveliest work he has done. Most of it 
is perhaps not quite so adaptable to bath- 
room singing as “My Heart Stood Still,” 
and some of it is thrown off quite 
casually in little incidental solos, such as 
Mr. William (“Strephon’”’) Williams’ “I 
Awake Each Morning,” none of which 
appears in the sheet music. Lorenz Hart 
also is prodigal of delightful lyric ideas 
in these snatches, one which we should 
have particularly liked to see developed 
being the chorus of idle concubines who, 
constantly left unsullied by the Emperor, 
complain of being “concubines in name 


by 
Robert 
Benchley 


lx adapting Charles Pettit’s “The Son 
of the Grand Eunuch”’ into “Chee-Chee,” 
Herbert Fields, it seems to us, has done 
his most legitimate piece of libretting. 
(Incidentally, in the person of the Grand 
Eunuch, George Hassell has found the 
richest part we have ever seen him in and 
one in which his many facial and vocal 
komedy talents are given unlimited scope 
—which is taken.) Like Mr. Rodgers, 
Mr. Fields has sacrificed a certain amount 
ot popular appeal by sticking to his theme 
nd we almost wish that he hadn’t, for if 
ere is anyone writing libretti today who 
ould kid oriental romance it is Herbert 
Fields and we should like to see it done 
some time—by him and his two buddies. 
hat audiences would welcome such ir- 
verence is shown by the way in which 
hey receive the refreshing anachronisms 
bf Miss Betty Starbuck, who now and 





again dissipates the celestial atmosphere 
with an entirely occidental brattishness 
and just a touch of the old getting-hot in 
her gamine singing and dancing. 
“Chee-Chee” should go on record as a 
novelty if for no other reason than that 
its heroine does not carry marital fidelity 
to the point of bigotry and, what with 


one thing and another, has a pretty good | 


time throughout, thereby giving Miss 
Helen Ford the first break she has ever 
had in a libretto after years of being 
treated just rottenly by everyone else in 


the cast. Add novelties also in Miss Ford’s | 


holding our attention to a coloratura solo 
(our first giving-in since “The Pirates of 
Penzance”) and Mr. George Houston’s 
voice making one of those zum-zum- 
clash-clash male choruses something to sit 
through. 

May we say again that, although we 
¢ecame fairly accustomed to the theme 
joke of the piece, we were not offended 
by it? Make what you will out of that. 


so i 


We were offended, however, by the 
theme joke of the show which ran across 
the street from “Chee-Chee.” Miss Mae 
West, hailed by countless theater-parties 
at “Diamond Lil” as America’s leading 


}actress and playwright, concocted an- 


other dramatic masterpiece in the form 
of a bit of Stilton named “Pleasure Man.” 
Besides being gratuitously nasty it was as 
badly written and as cheap as “Sex” and 
“Diamond Lil,” which gives Miss West a 
score of 100. The police arrested every- 
one connected with it on the opening 
night and, for the first time, we were with 
the police heart and soul. 

The cast included Cases 1-28 in Vol- 
ume 2 of Havelock Ellis, which gave the 
matron of the jail a busy night when the 
Daisy Chain-Gang was bundled in after 
the enal curtain. 


We are inclined to like almost anything 
which includes one or more of the Nugent 
family and as “By Request” has both 
pere and fils in the cast as well as in the 
by-line, we will nod pleasantly and give 
it a passing mark. This story of two 











naive youngsters from Massillon, Ohio, 
who try out New York for a spell, is 
hardly what you would call “important 
drama,” nor do any of its component 
parts knock you out of your seat with 
surprise when they appear, but the whole 
thing passes very nicely for what it sets 
out to be. 


CoANx 
an <2 Ks 

Ir ror no other reason than its ending we 
would hail Mr. Selwyn’s “Possession”’; 
for, in it, he has dared to make his hero 
do the conventional thing and for the con 
ventional reason. We have had, ever since 
Ibsen’s heroine walked out of the doll’s 
house, a regiment of men and women 
who have faced their marital troubles 
with flaming eyes and head thrown back, 
walking out otf the door with such regu 
larity as to give the place the appearance 
of a polling-booth. Mr. Selwyn’s hero 
makes an abortive gesture of walking out 
but it is a terrible flop, and his final cur- 
tain line seemed to us magnificent, espe 
cially as read by Mr. Walter Connolly. 

Perhaps Mr. Connolly had a lot to do 
with our enthusiasm for the hero 
(“hero” isn’t exactly the word), for there 
is no one who can put futility into a por- 
trait of a husband as well as he. Mar- 
garet Lawrence, although it was a little 
hard to believe that anyone as delightful 
as we have known her to be could really 
be so terrible at home, helped give the 
thing an air of real people, and Edna 
Hibbard got baskets and baskets of loaves 
and fishes out of practically a handful. 
We also should like to record an instance 
of a juvenile’s scoring a distinct hit in 
the midst of a group of expert character- 
izations. Robert Montgomery, by wrink- 
ling up his eyes when he laughed and in 
general behaving as if he understood what 
he was supposed to be, placed himself in 
line for a swell job some day soon. 

“Possession” may be uneven (it is, in 
fact); its dialogue may be commonplace 
in spots; it may ramble off into various 
corners on its way to the final curtain. 
But what do you want—everything? 








The Confidential Guide to current 
plays will be found on page 24. 








“Oh, darling, I can’t today—I’m cleaning house.” 








Progress of Prohibition 
Enforcement 


PHILADELPHIA social leaders on the wit- 
ness stand admit buying thousands of 
dollars’ worth of illicit liquors and wines, 
and the proprietor of a spaghetti restau- 
rant goes to jail for possessing a_half- 
pint of moonshine whiskey; a speakeasy in 
a fashionable district of Manhattan starts 
a system of “‘all you can drink for $10.00,” 
and three men of Dutchess County, New 
York, are arraigned by the Federal Court 





for distilling liquor out of insecticide; a 
man in Fall River, Mass., gets a jail sen- 
tence for running a speakeasy, the only 
evidence being the strong breath of a dry 
agent, and at Hammonton, New Jersey, a 
200-gallon still is found in a chicken coop; 
a Des Moines, Iowa, clergyman held for 
bootlegging declares he sold liquor to get 
in touch with evildoers that he might re- 
form them, and a Cape Cod church tower 
is used as a signal station to Rum Row; 
Judge Cameron of Indianapolis remarks 
that that city is wetter than before the 





Amendment, and Commander Bytt! 
ship, bound for the South Pole, 
searched by liquor chasers off the Je 
coast; Henry Ford sees the dry laws 
the basis of prosperity, and police offic 
in New York boast that the $15,009; 
annual speakeasy graft in their city # 
mere pittance compared with Philadé 
phia’s; Josephus Daniels proposes that 
Government employees become drt 
agents, and twenty-three more policem 
are jailed in the Philadelphia rum inves 
gation. W. W. Scott. 
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NEIGHBORHOOD NEWS 


INDIANA 


Js marriage ruinous t’ careers? Margaret 
Weymouth Jackson, o’ Spencer, Indianny, who 
is happily married, an’ th’ mother o’ three chil- 
dren, bombards th’ Saturday Evenin’ Post almost 
weekly with good short stuff, an’ is th’ author 
of ‘Beggars Can Choose,’’ published by th’ 
Bobbs-Merrill Company, an’ startin’ out fine. 


® | guess Indianny is still a little pro- 
yincial. Councilman Meredith Nicholson, author 
0’ “Th’ Cavalier o’ Tennessee,’’ blossomed out 
with a nifty new walkin’ stick yesterday, an’ 
several of his friends asked him how he got hurt. 


***] often wonder if when a great man 
slls his name t’ a nickel cigar he reserves th’ 
right t’ say what goes into it. 


*#**“Oh, mercy yes, I’m fer Hoover,” said 
a well known north side matron recently, an’ an 
equally famous north side matron replied, ‘‘You 
must be fond o’ washin’ beer bottles.’’ 


> « 


tumultuous ap- 
I think o’ th’ 


**#F ver’ time I hear o 
plause,"’ an’ ‘‘millin’ crowds,’’ 
hats 1 lost on Bryan. 


***One time at a Bryan rally at Corydon, 
Indianny, an enthusiastic housewife passed her 
baby o'er th’ heads o’ th’ vast crowd t’ be 
patted an’ kissed by th’ Peerless Nebraskan, an’ 
it wuz two weeks before she got it back. Crowds 
don’t mean nothin’ unless you're a pickpocket. 


***Th’ late James G. Blaine wuz another 
statesman that didn’t worry about germs. He 
kissed twenty-one babies in Lafayette durin’ a 
stop o’ nine minutes. 


u People want t’ see Smith an’ they 
want t’ see Hoover, whether the’re Methodists, 
Catholics, or tired o’ makin’ beer or waitin’ on 
wine, or dry, or what not. I don’t know that 
they particularly want t’ hear ‘em. Sometimes 
people ‘l] sit out an amateur performance 0’ 
“William Tell.’ 


***Women are funny things. Mrs. Em. 
Pash has come out barelegged fer Hoover ‘cause 
Smith says ‘‘foist’’ fer first, an’ ‘‘idear’’ fer idea. 


***Huntin’ wild, or fox, grapes, which 
have a much higher voltage than domestic grapes, 
is ali th’ rage in these parts. 


Kin Hubbard (Abe Martin). 


SPOKANE 


Tuere have been no tornadoes or hurri- 
canes in this part of the country, but, what 
with all the campaign spellbinding, you could 
hardly call it a dead calm. 


&@ Arthur Prague, who was defeated for 
constable in the Republican — says he 


will support the ticket just the same. 


***Guy Toombes has been following with 
keen interest all reports of Gene Tunney’s walk- 





ing tour in Europe. Guy and Gene took a walk- 
ing tour of their own when the erstwhile 
champion was in our midst, and there are those 
who say Mr. Tunney had to extend himself to 
get a draw. 


***Several Spokaneites are in the new 
edition of ‘‘Who’s Who,”’ and are already reap- 
ing the benefits of same in the shape of letters 
offering attractive investment opportunities. 


***Ren H. Rice, the hustling cereal 
manufacturer, regaled your corr. the other day 
with a humorous anecdote which was more or 
less unique in that it was not about a Scotchman, 


a A roorback was seen in the woods 
north of here. 


Stoddard King. 


CLEVELAND 


“CHaruie” Ryan, talented and genial 
sec'y of the City Club, has written a campaign 
song entitled ‘‘Little Brown Derby, How I Love 
Thee.”’ A certain party is said to be negotiating 
for rights to the same. 


***The College of Commerce of the 
Y. M. C. A. school of technology has established 
a course in ‘‘Constructive Thinking.’’ It is 
thought that this is the first college that ever 
thought of teaching anything like that. 


&* Our well known and liked traveler, 
Paul Travis, is back from Africa again, bringing 
a goodly store of implements, weapons, musical 
instruments and other savage curiosities, etc. He 
tells a great story about he having fallen into 
an antelope trap with poison stakes at the bot- 
tom, the effects of which he escaped because he 
had heavy boots on, but we all know Paul. 


***Miss Betty Teter, Cleveland’s youngest 
poetess and daughter of Doc Teter and Mrs. 
Doc Teter, has started in to college this fall. She 
is the authoress of a book of poetry called, we 
understand, ‘‘The Tapestry,’’ and those who 
have read it predict a great career for her if she 
should choose to take up that business as her 
life work. 


s* This burg has some pretty slick 
lawyers but none are more so than Attorney 
Clark McConnell who was on the side of the 
bus company in a case in our court house the 
other day where a lady claimed she was hurt 
bad in an accident and wanted $25,000 damages. 
Lawyer McConnell out with a movie film right 
there in court showing the lady swimming, diving 
and playing ‘‘leap frog’’ soon after the ‘‘acci- 
dent,’’ and a settlement at a much smaller sum 
was made, it is rumored. 


***Football is now the order of the day 
among our college boys and the Western Reserve 
‘‘eleven’’ expect to win more games this year 
on account of them having a new practicing 


field. 
Ted Robinson. 





BOSTON 


Tue Army gridiron team plays Harvard 
tomorrow. In the morning 1500 West Point 
cadets will parade on Boston Common, Mayor 
Nichols having given them permission to dis- 
regard the keep-off-the-grass signs. 


«%* Speaking of football, John Coolidge, 
who is working in New Haven, may have a 
hard time getting a ticket to the Harvard-Yale 
game next month on acct. of only being an 
Amherst graduate. 


***Several local young ladies have this 
week started life careers of paying installments 
on tur coats. 


***Frank Goodwin, who was nosed out 
of the gubernatorial nomination by a rhinoceros’s 
will not bolt the G. O. P. ticket. Frank 
believes in mastication. 


***Tom Feeney of the N. E. Tel. & Tel. 
Co., informs us they can hardly keep up with the 
demand for French telephones. This new-fangled 
contraption enables a subscriber to have the hives, 
eczema, ivy poisoning, etc., while using the 
phone at the same time. 


nose, 


— Nowadays you can buy cider at every 
roadside stand. It will be harder later on. 


***Dr. Cadman this week answered a 
question that has been bothering a local citizen 
for some time. The Dr. toid him to do the right 


thing. 
Neal O’Hara. 


CHICAGO 


At the mail carriers’ banquet in 
I, O. O. F. Hall last night three rousing rasp- 
berries were given for the Scotchman who in- 
vented Christmas cards. 


a Wallace Rice, t and grammarian, 
is trying to get even with The Tavern for — 
him an honorary member by presenting the clu 
with a clock. As we go to press the rejection 
committee is slightly in favor of Bill Wrigley’s 
tower, whose chronometer is visible till midnight, 
after which no Tavern member seems to care 
what o'clock it is. When interviewed by ye ed., 
Wallie broke his long silence and said, ‘‘Only 
time will tell.’’ 


***They are burning raked leaves at the 
curbstones, than which nothing is sweeter to ye 
scribe’s nose for news and other things when a 
smart breeze blows from the stockyards. 





This space reserved for the opening of 


THE SHEDD AQUARIUM. 











@* We are naming no names, but the 
way some women toot their autos along our 
boulevards when we are trying to get our morn- 
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ing’s sleep reminds us of that other Boule. Miche., 
in Paris, the French capital, where cars are pro- 
pelled exclusively by horn-power. 


« With Mrs. John Hertz’s likely nag, 


Reigh Count, running to form at the county 
fairs, it looks like an easy fall for Jno. 


***Now that Paul Ash has come back to 


the Loop without, it seems, breaking the heart 
of Broadway, Ernie Byfield wants to retract that 
retraction he made after saying New York wasn't 
sappy enough to accept Paul Ash. 


Ashton Stevens. 


DETROIT 


Mayor Lopce promises us a real elegant 
river-front boulevard and civic center, but we 
once were promised a subway, too, and nobody 
is holding his or her breath tll we get it. 


a* Franklin P. Adams, M. A. (U. of 
Mich.) who forged to the front as a Gotham 
writer is to be congratulated again, he having, 
like ourself and Webb Waldron, been invited to 
subscribe for The Inlander, student magazine at 
the alma mater. 


***“Mr. Lemon,” said Judge Christopher 
Stein to a prisoner of that name, ‘‘what makes 
you look so sour?’’ The prisoner thought he 
would almost die laughing. 


***Our little city is getting into the lime- 
light again, Candidates Hoover and Smith having 
spoken here several times of late from other 
places by radio. 


***Pres, Little has invited two federal 
agents to enter Michigan, without examinations. 


***Clarence E. (Dope) Eldridge has ac- 
cepted a lucrative position at breaking down 
sales resistance for an auto company. Those who 
know ‘‘Dope’’ from of old predict that before 
a month resistance will break right down and 
cry. 


u* Ty Cobb, mainstay of the Tigers for 
twenty years, bade a final adieu to old friends 
at Navin Field on his last visit with the Athletics. 
Many an eye was wet, and a little bird that flew 
over told us some throats weren't so awful dry, 
either. 








***The genial Captain Niederpruen from 
Ft. Wayne near here was a welcome caller yes- 
terday. The Major set his subscription forward 
a year and left an ad. Thanks, General! 


Elmer C. Adams. 


PHILADELPHIA 


So many of our police have been fired as 
a result of the grand jury investigation of alleged 
protection for speakeasies that a real unemploy- 
ment situation is looming. 


***Now that Miss Isabel Stone, daughter 
of our late Governor and Mrs. W. A. Stone, 
has become engaged to wed Henry Harrison, 
New York publisher, following her tenanting of 
a barge in one of the New York City creeks, 
many of our young ladies here are planning 
barge careers. 


«* Again Philadelphia leads the country. 
This time it’s an operatic school to teach opera in 
English. Mrs. Edwin A. Watrous and Mrs. John 
J. McDevitt, Jr., are back of this worthy enter- 
prise. 


***Debutantes and heavy underwear are 
making their bow, though independently, here- 
abouts. 


***Watch these columns for accurate 
results of the election, as your correspondent is 
covering all polling places and hospitals. 


John Forbes. 


PORTLAND, OREGON 


THE OYSTER season is with us again with 
its juicy bivalves and cheery church socials. 
Jones's Market carries a nice line of assorted 
oysters of church social size.—Adot. 


u* Mayor Baker is a little too rigorously 
enforcing the curfew and cows-on-the-sidewalk 
ordinances. This is all right for the cows, and 
other similar-like cattle, but it’s rather hard on 
our night clubs. 


***Hawley Hoffman, our well known 
contractor, says our fair city is in for a long 
spell of prosperity no matter who's elected. Now 
to see if Hawley’s predictions stand up as well 
as his bldgs do eh Hawley? 





—— 


***On Mon. at the Chamber of Com 
Rogers MacVeagh made a nice speech on the 
Constitution saying it was an immortal document 
that would ever stand shoulder with shoulder to 
the glorious Stars and Stripes. 


ue Alfred Smith, who summered jp 
Europe, is autumning in our midst and will 
winter in California, thereafter springing in Port. 
land. Mr. Smith is not related to the Democratic 
candidate of the same name. 


***Political write-ups intended for pub. 
lication as editorials will be charged for on a 


strictly cash basis. Hugh Hume 


SAN FRANCISCO 


Mrs. Cuauncey TraMutoto has got back 
from Monterey, Calif., where she was one of 
the guests at a reception thrown on the decks of 
the cruiser H. M. S. ‘‘Durban,’’ a British war. 
ship, by one of the crew, Lieut. George Windsor, 
who is a son of King and Mrs. George Windsor 
of Gt. Britain, Eng. 


s Robert I. Bentleys had W. W. Camp. 
bells to the opening of the opera, the Bentleys 
having a swell box that cost $600, and all were 
wearing evening clothes that were immaculate 
and they seemed very much at ease although 
hundreds of eyes were cynosuring them. 


***On the same night Ted Klein and 
lady friend, Miss Pike, were the cynosure of a 
select crowd when they almost fell backwards 
from the top row of reserved seats at the Sells- 
Floto circus owing to it appearing that Mr. 
Poodles Hannaford was about to be stepped on 
by a large horse which, however, seemed to 
sense the danger and what might have been at 
least a triple tragedy was averted. 


***Lucas E. Kilkenny, Stanley Burke and 
Al Wollenburg have got themselves named asst, 
U. S. dist. att’ys and are familiarizing them- 
selves with the latest types of padlocks. 


«* Herb Fleishhacker and Stan Dollar 
are going to sell the Mission Baseball Club for 
$250,000. The team has a fine future ahead of 
it, they only losing about $25,000 a year now, 


***Due, we hear, to the electric light in 
their puppet theater in Bohemia having burned 
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Che Observation Ward 


— Department of Rumpied Mentality— 














ING FERDINAND stood 

on the front corner of 

his throne, one knee angled 
forward, his left hand plun- 
ged into the bosom of his roy. 





al camisa, his right knuckled’ 














against his right royal kid- 
ney, his sullen eyes gleaming 
out under brows that beetled 
as they had never beetled be 


Be WE 
“ch three 
soe 


excellent 
bits of 
beetling. 


fore —and they could beetle 
with the best. 

“Well, Isabella?” 

The Queen paled, as well 
she might. She was a good pa- 
ler but she could not pale as 
well as the King could bee- 
tle and the Queen 4ew she 
could not pale as well as the 





King could beetle. Not near. 
For all her internal agita- 
tion, her paling was a bum 
second to the Kings beetling, 
which is not surprising, for, 
as we have remarked, the King 
was beetling as he had never 
beetled before. But the Queen 
was game and gave him pale 
for beetle, every time. She 


Spaniards measuri 
leabella to see how’ 


was every inch a Queen and 
she stood four foot two and 








a half from the crown of her 
bean to the souls of her roy: 
a) dogs. 


Early pair 
of p Ahn 


(Loud applause, followed 
by a stampede as the butler 
leaves the eats unguarded 
for a moment.) 
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Cop: Where are you going 




















with that bottle of hoochP 


GENTLEMAN: I’m taking it back to that naughty speakeasy to reprimand them for 
selling it to me. 





out, Blanding Sloan and Ralph Chesse lave 
marionettes up to the Fairmont Hotel 
illy keeps an extra bulb or two on 


Chet Johnson. 


taken their 
which usuz 


hand. 


NEW YORK 
E.ection Day is pretty imminent. 


@ Mr. Groucho Marx and his bros. are 
in Philad’a at this writing. 


sojourning 


***Rube Goldberg has purchased a 10-acre 
houseless tract on Sylvan St., Westport, Conn, 


***Dave Lardner is spending the winter 
at home, his three brothers being away at in- 
stitutions of learning in New England. 


***Bayard Veiller of Darien, Conn., has 
a new dog which he says never barks. That 
is where the expression comes from ‘*Silent as 
a Peke in Darien.’’ 


***Tt seems the Anarchists in Russia are 
going to build a maternity home, and if they 
don’t call it the Red Lying In, we don’t care a 
kopeck. 


um Mrs. Nancy Fay has rented her sum- 
mer mansion for the frigid term (‘‘Winter’’) 


and is ensconced in a snug 2-room ap’t. on oth 
=, n ¥. 


***Our Spokane correspondent Stoddard 
King has got out another book of poetry. It is 
just so much black art to see how Stod does it. 
We couldn't make a rhyme to save our life, we 
often say, 


***Miss Elizabeth Roome will be intro- 
duced to society on Nov. 16. Ye ed. was in- 
troduced to human society on Nov. 15, but it 
Was a good many years ago, although we are 
not ashamed of being so old. 


***One word by Don Stewart is leading 
to another by Bob Benchley these days. Don is 





a son of Eli, while Bob swears allegiance to the 
crimson. When the boys talk football you ought 


to see the ‘‘fur fly.”’ 


PF. &. A. 





Still Another Notification 
(The losing candidates are notified shortly 
after Election Day by the magazine editor 
that their efforts did not quite make the 

grade.) 
Dear CANDIDATE: 

We regret that the enclosed can 
didacy does not fit in with all the needs 
of the people of the United States at the 
moment. We feel sure, however, where so 
many applications are constantly being 
made for the Presidency of these United 
States, that the candidate will make due 
allowances. Please be assured that we are 
always glad to consider your candidacy 
for President in any election year and are 
ready to give your ballots a careful count. 

Sincerely yours, 
Tue Unirep Srartes. 
OVERHEARD IN THE STANDS 
THe Girt (at football game): That's 
Harry — number six no, that’s 
number nine; I read him when he was 
upside down! 


-oh, 


Tue Arkansas House Chaplain 
said as he resigned: “This is the first time 
I ever heard of a legislative body seeking 
to dictate to a minister how he should 
vote.” The ex-Chaplain evidently does 
not believe that turn about is fair play. 
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“John, dear, I’ve a surprise for you!” 
“Don't tell me that the new Ford has come!” 
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The Theatre 


More or Less Serious 


Adventure, Republic—Old-time 
Roberta Arnold. 

The Common Sin, Forrest—A new one by Willard 
Mack. To be reviewed later. 

Courage, Ritz—A play by Tom Barry, 
Beecher. To be reviewed later. 

Diamond Lil, Royale—Mae West still under the 
impression that she has got a great show here, an 
impression fostered by a lot of customers. 

Faust, Guild—The Theatre Guild opening its season 
with Goethe. To be reviewed next week 

Goin’ Home, Masque—Some excellent moments in 
a drama of post-Armistice France and the Negro 
section of the A. F. 

The Grey Fox, Playhouse—To be reviewed later. 

Jarnegan, Longacre—Richard Bennett in a wild 
tirade against Hollywood which has one good act out 
of a possible three. 

The Ladder, Cort—Two more weeks in which to see 
why you are going to be born again. Kindness of 
Mr. Edgar Davis. 

The Light of Asia, Hampden'’s— Walter Hampden’s 
opening production of the season. To be reviewed 
next week. 

Machinal, Plymouth—One of the few things of the 
new season which really ought to be seen. Finely 
depressing. 

Strange Interlude, John Golden—lIf this can draw 
crowds as it is doing with its five hours of alternate 
greatness and junk, O'Neill's ultimate magnum opus 
ought to run forever. 

The Unknown Warrior, Charles Hopkins—To be 
reviewed later. 

The War Song, National—George Jessel as the 
Jewish boy who was forced to take the War seriously. 
A lot of good stuff here among the other things. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


By Request, Hudson—Reviewed in this issue. 

The Command Performance, Klaw—With Ian 
Keith, Beatrice Terry, Lee Baker and others’. To be 
reviewed next week. 

Elmer the Great, Lyceum—Ring Lardner’s epic 
baseball stories transformed as by a miracle into a 
very ordinary play. Walter Huston helps by a per- 
fect performance. 

Eva the Fifth, Little—Pleasans little troubles of an 

“Uncle Tom's Cabin” troupe. Claiborne Foster heads 
the cast. 

The Front Page, Times Square—Red-hot news- 
paper comedy melodrama, involving practically 
everything, including high entertainment. 

Gentlemen of the Press, Forty-Eighth St.—A quieter 
school of newspaper comedy, amusing and sad in spots. 

Heavy Traffic, Henry Miller—Cocktails and sin- 
ning along Park Avenue, with several funny lines 
thrown in by Mary Boland, Reginald Mason and 
A. E. Matthews. 

The High Road, Fulton—Very nice British comedy, 
conventional at first, but turning into something fine 
shortly after nine-thirty. An excellent cast, includ- 
ing Edna Best, Herbert Marshal! and Frederick Kerr. 

Little Accident, Morosco—With Thomas Mitchell, 
Kay Johnson and others. To be reviewed later. 

Mr. Moneypenny, Liberty—Channing Pollock's 
new play, with Donald Meek, Hale Hamilton, Ruth 
Nugent and others. To be reviewed later. 

Night Hostess, Martin Beck—Continuing the 
night-club murder saga. 

Olympia, Empire—A new Molnar comedy, with 
Fay Compton, Laura Hope Crews and others. To 
be reviewed later. 

Paris, Music Box—Irene Bordoni in a play with 
Cole Porter’s music. To be reviewed later. 

Pleasure Man, Biltmore—Reviewed in this issue. 

Possession, Booth—Reviewed in this issue. 

Relations, Wallack’'s—Business troubles done in 
Jewish talk. Minor entertainment. 

Skidding, Bayes—If you don’t see this you will 
never know the difference. 

Straight Thru the Door, Forty- Ninth St.—William 
Hodge's comedy melodrama. To be reviewed next 
week. 

This Thing Called Love, Maxine Elliott *s—Violet 
Heming in badinage about marriage, some of it good. 

When Crummles Played, Garrick—Out of Dickens. 
To be reviewed next week. 

Young Love, Bijou—To be reviewed later. 


Western, with 


with Janet 





Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Billie, Erianger's—A Cohan musical show, 
Polly Walker, Robinson Newbold and others. 
reviewed later. 

Black Birds of 1928, Eliinge—Some swell stuff from 
colored singers and dancers. 

Chee-Chee, Mansfield—Reviewed in this issue. 

A Connecticut Yankee, Vanderbilt—One of the old 
ones which is still good. 

Cross My Heart, Knickerbocker—Not one of the 
best, in spite of good dancing and Lulu McConnell 

Good Boy, Hammerstein’s—Eddie Buzzell, Charles 
Butterworth, Barbara Newberry and Helen Kane in 
a good all-round show, with special scenic effects. 

Good News, Forty-Sixth St.—You tell us about 
this one. 

Hold Everything, Broadhurst—With Victor Moore, 
— Munson, Bert Lahr and others. To be reviewed 
ater. 

Luckee Girl, Casino—One of the ones you can miss. 

The New Moon, Imperial—A beautiful production 
of a real old-time musical comedy, with Evelyn Her- 
bert, Gus Shy, and some original chorus work. 

Rain or Shine, Cohan— Maybe we have mentioned 
that Joe Cook is funny. 

Rosalie, New Amsterdam—Last week of Marilyn 
Miller and Jack Donahue in this particular one of 
Mr. Ziegfeld’s successes. 

Scandals of 1928, A pollo—The customarily satisfac- 
tory George W hite arade of stars, including Harry 
Richman, Frances W illiams, Willie Howard, Tom 
Patricola and Ann Pennington. 

Show Boat, Ziegfeld—You'll see this anyway. The 
cast still includes Charles Winninger, Helen Morgan, 
Puck and White, Jules Bledsoe and Edna May Oliver. 

Three Cheers, Globe—Wi!] Rogers in Fred Stone's 
place. To be reviewed later. 

The Three Musketeers, Lyric—Resounding and 
romantic, with Dennis King and Lester Allen. 

Ups-a-Daisy, Shubert—With Luella Gear, Buster 
— William Kent and others. To be reviewed 

ater. 

Vanities of 1928, Earl Carrolli—W. C. Fields is, of 
course, very funny. So is Joe Frisco. The rest of 
the show is fair and pretty dirty. 

White Lilacs, Jolson's—One of those high-class 
Shubert musicals about the private life of a composer, 
this time Chopin. With Guy Robertson, Odette 
Myrtil and DeW. Jolf Hopper. 


Robert Benchley. 


with 
To be 





The Movies 
Recent Developments 


The Singing Fool, Warner Bros.—Al Jolson’s voice 
rings out through the Vitaphone and charges this 
tearfully sentimental picture with the thrill of reality. 
It’s much better than “The Jazz Singer.” 

Mother Knows Best, Fox—An appreciative inter- 
pretation of an unusual story which is practically 
ruined by one awful Movietone sequence. Louise 
Dresser is great. 

Docks of New York, Paramount—George Bancroft 
in a stuttering melodrama of the water front, directed 
with his usual effectiveness by Josef von Sternberg. 

The Camera Man, Metro-Goldwyn—A very funny 
exposé of the news-reel industry, with Buster Keaton 
as a hapless sap. 

Submarine, Columbia—The grim story of a deep- 
sea diver whose rival is trapped in a sunken sub- 
marine. It is exciting, but a bit too realistic at times. 

The Cardboard Lover, Metro-Goldwyn— Marion 
Davies on an unbridled romp. 

State Street Sadie, Warner Bros.—Another crook 
melodrama, with some good talking and sound 
sequences. 

The Air Circus, Fox—Showing what happens when 
two high-school boys become bitten by the Lind- 
bergh bug—and very entertaining, too. 

Lilac Time, First National—They have even man- 
aged to involve Colleen Moore in the Great War. 

The Terror, Warner Bros.—May McAvoy screams 
in one key, and Louise Fazenda in another, and 
Edward Everett Horton is the whimsical detective 
from Scotland Yard. It’s all-talking. 

Four Walls, Metro-Goldwyn—John Gilbert gives a 
good performance as a pathetic criminal. 

The Mysterious Lady, Metro-Goldwyn—This is 
strongly recommended (a) because Garbo is in 
it, and (b) because Greta Garbo is in it. 
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Uncle Tom’s Cabin, Universal—They’ re now telling 
this one with sound accompaniment. nere’s no in. 
saw gh so new that it can't be used on “Uncle Tom's 

abdin 

The Racket, Paramount, Tempest, United Artists, 
and The Patriot, Paramount—Y ou should see these’ 

Excess Baggage, Metro-Goldwyn, and The Fleet's 
In, Paramount—Reviewed in this issue. 


R. E. Sherwood. 





Reading Matters 


Nor-Fiction 


Tamerlane, by Harold Lamb. McBri: te—All the 
romance, most of the facts, and a good deal of the 
color and vigor of the great 12th century conqueror 
are here available for those who sigh when Samarkand 
is mentioned. 

Help Yourself! by Doris Webster and Mary Alden 
Hopkins. Century—Parlor psychoanalysis of the 
more uproarious variety. 

Cursory Rhymes, by Humbert Wolfe. 
Doran—Whether these qualify as verse 
good or bad, I haven't the least idea. Al! 
is that I enjoyed them, 
and so, maybe, will you. 

Roamin’ in the Gloamin’, by Sir Harry 
Lippincott—Sir Harry's autobiography is 
him—and that’s recommendation enough. 


Doubleday, 
T poetry, 
I can say 

in a moment of weakness, 


Lauder, 
just like 


. J 
Fiction 

Applause, by Beth Brown. Liverizht—What 
starts out to be raw meat about the burlesk business 
ends up rather ham, or I should say, baloney. At 
that, it’s pretty good baloney, but Burlesk is still 
waiting for its biographer. 

Death Near the River, by Monte Cooper. JHoli— 
Without recourse to the usual mystery story props, 
this yarn of the lower Mississippi has that appre- 
hensive feeling in the very beginning, and manages 
to stay sinister through every page. 

The Queen’s Husband, by Robert E. Sherwood. 
Scribner’s—Even without benefit of Roland Young, 
this play of a dominating queen and her likable hus- 
band retains most of its gentle satire, and all of its 
subtle humor. 

Harness, by A. Hamilton Gibbs. Little, Brown— 
The author of “Soundings” continues to create real 
people who thereafter take care of themselves. Here, 
the adventures in marriage of an English ex-officer 
and an actress set a new standard for one whose 
work was already high. 

The House at Pooh Corner, by A. A. Milne. 
Dutton—Christopher Robin and his friends, including 
Pooh Bear, are with us again, and the hearty cheering 
you hear is from fathers and mothers who have found 
a new answer to the big question, “‘’N then what 
happened to Winnie-the-Pooh, Pahpah? ‘N then 
what, then what, then what, Pahpah?”’ 


Recommended 


The Twilight of the American Mind, by hy alter B. 
Pitkin. . . . Spy and Counter- Spy, | Richard 
Wilmer Rowan... Destiny Bay, by Donn Byrne. 
Murder, by Evelyn ,- A and Gretta 
Palmer. . Squad, by James B. Wharton. 

20 Hrs. 40 Min.—Our Flight in the “Friendship,” by 
Amelia Earhart. . . Frobisher, by William McFee. 
. The Perfect Ship, by Weston Martyr. . 

The Top Kick, by Leonard Nason. Show Girl, 
by J. P. McEvoy. . . Storming Heaven, by Ralph 
Fox Day of Fortune, by Norman Matson. . .. 

Seenease Coloured, by Patrick Hamilton. 


Perry Githens. 





Song and Dance 
Sheet Music 


pPY in Your Dreams. 
ghilosophnee ballad, from the latest operetta in the 


Harms—If this 


essTs Shubert’ s Music Masters series, sounds 
much like “I’m Always Chasing Rainbows,” don't 
forget that that yester eas song hit in turn was 
freely—very !—“‘adapt from Chopin's Fantasie 
Impromptu in F. Spell “White Lilacs,” the title 


(Continued on page 34) 
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ggnelism — concentrated in a fragrance, 
compellin and ever seductive —invest. 
ing each personality with a glorious 
new entensity of attYaction — 


COTY alone could 
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“FINESSE OF BEAUTY, C4 guide to greater loveliness with Goty creations, on request — COTY we 7/4 Fifth Ave, WY. 
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“Aut Scissors aut Nullus” 






































Tue Lavy: Of course you would be late on the very day you promised to help me to lay the rushes 


in my bower! 


Tue Knicnt: I’m very sorry, my dear, but 1 happened to meet a few old enemies of mine that 1 hadn’t 
seen for years; but I came away as soon as 1 could. 
—Puncu (London), BY PERMISSION. 




















Tue BEAUTY about rearing a large family 
is that at least one of them may not turn out 
like the others.—Milwaukee Journal. 





‘‘What a wicked husband—you've no idea of all 
the horrid things he’s saying about his wife.’’ 
“‘No, you're wrong. She's so pretty he adores 
her—that’s the reason he’s trying to scare the 
others off.’’ 
—L’ILLustration (Paris). 





WHY, DAUGHTER! 
““DaucuTeR, I’ve told you time and again you 
mustn't take a drink while out driving with a 
young man. You've spilled ginger ale on the 
cushions again and the upholstery has faded on 
your dress.’’—Louwisville Courier-Journal. 


Froriwa has a wonderful climate—in re- 
pose.—Detroit Free Press, 





ADVANCE COPY 


Emice Gauvreau, the paragrapher, who puts five 
strings on violins, forwards the one about the 
former pants presser who turned moving picture 
impresario. He was presented with a first novel 
by an admirer who had dedicated it to him. 
Thanking the author effusively, he added, in a 
postscript: 

‘*Please tell me when the dedication takes place 
and what I should wear.’"—New York Graphic. 





“They said Gene Tunney gave up boxing to 
study philosophy.”’ 
‘“‘He doesn’t have to prove he’s a philosopher— 
he must have been one to give up boxing.”’ 


—Le Monpe Ixtusrre (Paris). 





‘Last week it was the other arm that was 
empty.”’ 
“If 1 had as good a memory as you, boss, I'd 
be riding in my own car too!”’ 
—SonpDaAGsNissE-Str1x (STOCKHOLM), 





GENIUS IN THE BUD 


“Dear Str: I am a young man and am anxious 
to be an artist and paint a picture. I have pro 
cured the brush and paints. Please tell me, should 
I name it first and then paint it, or should I paint 
it, and name it later.”.—Youngstown (O.) Vindt 
cator. 

Name it first, and then don’t paint it. 


—New Yorker. 


EVERYTHING GOES BY COMPARISON 
ANoTHER day we never expected to live to se 
but did was the one when this would be a strik- 
ing simile: ‘‘As modestly dressed as a female 
bareback rider in the circus.” 

—Ohio State Journal. 
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THE COMING CHAMPION A GENTLE REMINDER 


Greasy Sam's mates had expressed a high opinion p Tue wife, an ardent bridge player, had been told 
of his pugilistuc abilities and Greasy was by no many times by her husband not to set up 4 suit 
means sure that they were chafing him. He was : on the board, and time after ume she did it; 
standing on the verandah of the Warri Warri| |! . so he printed a sign—*‘Never Set Up a Suit on 
hotel digesting a few tots of Mulga rum, when 3s i, . the Board’’—and placed it on the dresser where 
a border rider came in. Me r she would be sure to see it. 

As he stepped across the verandah, Greasy \ ‘es 3 t The next morning the maid came in, and as 
knocked his hat off by way of introducing him- < . : + she was tidying up the dresser she saw the sign 
self and, when the newcomer demanded what he / Y i and picked it up and read it. “I guess this is 
meant by it, waltzed around belligerently. ‘ . A S| meant for me,’ she said, ‘‘but I don’t know 

“Hit me,”” he said, tauntingly. ‘‘Come on, hit ' = | what it means.""—New York Sun. 
me.” 

The newcomer obliged, and Greasy shot along 
the verandah on his back. He got up slowly, & Mn FF mE Fc ody Seng hy —_ 
looking considerably surprised. 25 cts. in stamps, C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 

“That's settled, mate,’’ he said, soberly. 
“Come an’ ‘ave a drink.”’ re ; ; mae 

“What did you pick on to me for?’’ asked the VERSE FOR AN ALMANAC 
man from the rabbit-proof. : THE YEAR’s most comprehensive poem is one by 

Greasy wiped some blood from his nose. ‘‘I : | 4 young man aged seven, and appears in Child 
wanted to see if I could fight,’’ he replied. Had It Both Ways Life. In full, it is as follows: ‘‘In July I go sail- 


~—ietiatin (ytany). “Well, old man, did you marry that girl of 
yours, or do you still darn your own socks?”’ 


‘AS CLEAR AS A BROOK”’ “Tea 
A tor of bunk could well be deleted from the —Buttetin (SypNey). ‘Bur you told me you couldn't afford a car.” 
histories and from many textbooks. It was not LL ‘One soon gets over that stage." 
so many years ago that a textbook published by “Sometimes things seem horribly out of —Lousville Courier-Journal, 








ing, in a boat that needs bailing.’’ 
—Detroit News. 





the state of Kansas contained the following | proportion,’’ says a critic. Especially when one ————— 


definition: *‘Brook, a small brook.’’ is forced to make appreciative noises at an album As Villard goes, so goes the Nation. 


—Lawrence (Kan.) Journal. of holiday snapshots.—London Opinion. —Louisville Times. 
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10 weeks for 10 dimes (?;."3:) 


insist $1 








including: . 


The final and hottest weeks of the Rogers hea Ee SB EEE ES 
Anti-Bunk Campaign. Gentlemens Furnishing ods, 


MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STREET, N. Y. 


The Skippy Letters, words and pictures by 
the one and only P. L. Crosby. 


The best humorous pictures and cartoons by 
America’s foremost humorous artists. 


The extra-special Christmas Number. 


And dozens of other features— 





Mail to Lire 
Here is the coupon! 598 Madison Ave. 
New York City 








Send 10 weeks of Lire to: 


Outfits for Autumn Sport 


Send for HuntinG Hints for the 
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Childrens Paradise - 
Califomia 
HE Santa Fe will take 
you and your family 
there—swiftly in comfort 
and luxury. 

A fascinating pageant 
parades past Santa Fetrain 
windows. Glistening peaks, 
abysmal chasms, Indian 
pueblos, romantic ruins. 
The Southwest is wrapped 
in mystery and radiant 
with beauty. 

Six Santa Fe trains leave 
Chicago and Kansas City 
every day for California. 
Fred Harvey dining service 
is the best in the transpor- 
tation world. 


Grand Canyon and the 
Indian-detour on your way 


Sete ele mail this coupon Yy 


’ 
Mr. W. J. Black, Pass. Traf. Mgr. 
Santa Fe System Lines 
915 Railway Exchange, Chicago 


Am interested in winter trip to 





Please send detailed information and descriptive folders. 




















Manners 


By Helen Hathaway. E, P. Dutton & Co. 


Come, simple folk and social queens 
And guests and hosts and party-plan- 
ners 
And matrons, brides and sweet sixteens, 
Peruse this work and mend your man- 
ners! 


Be taught to welcome all and each 
With just the right degree of unction, 
To use permitted forms of speech 
And how to act at every function; 


And how to dress for out-of-doors 
And when to don your fine externals, 
And what to say to Senators, 
Archbishops, admirals and colonels. 


To master corn upon the cob 

(A dish that always raises ructions), 
Or artichokes—a ticklish job— 

You merely have to read instructions. 


The way to eat the festive clam 
You'll find beneath the proper heading; 
A sort of football diagram 


Informs you how to run a wedding. 


Some pages treat of chicken-bones 
And further mysteries unravel 
Of teas and toasts and telephones, 
Of toothpicks, tail-coats, tips and travel. 


You'll never make a break again; 
With such a guide a person couldn’t. 
At last you'll know precisely when 
You should, and also when you 
shouldn’t. 


Yet Graciousness remains the clue 
To every Shouldn’tness and Should- 
ness; 
So, if you’re good, be gracious, too, 
And make your motto, “Gracious 
Goodness!” 
Arthur Guiterman. 





MUSIC NOTE 

Ir is reported from reliable sources—in fact, if 
the truth were known, we saw it in print our- 
selves—that a gentleman standing in front of a 
music store, which was giving a megaphonic 
demonstration for the benefit of the passers-by, 
overheard the proprietor remark to his assistant: 
‘Hey, Jake, the crowd's getting too big out- 
side. You better put on that Tchaikowsky rec- 
ord.’’"—Goblin (Toronto). 





LOCAL COLOR 
In the old home town, the Underworld consisted 
of one unravelled gentleman who hung around 
the livery barn and stole an occasional shirt from 
a line.—Detroit News. 





Sicn prominently displayed on the front 
door of a store last Saturday: ‘‘Closed account of 
howliday.’’—Indianapolis News. 


When you throw 
a real party— 


guests will at once see 
that you wish them 
te have only the best. 


The Finest Sparkling Table Water 
in the World 


Sole Importers: Apollinaris Agency Co. 
Fifth Avenue at 42nd Street, New York 











i, Ce) 8) Hl 
For Making Toy Soldiers, 
Indtans, Cowboys Animalsetc 





With one Mould you can make many HUNDREDS OF 


CASTINGS, Whole Armies. Outfits, including material 
for casting, enamel paints and everything compiete, $4.50. 
Easy enough for any boy to make and great fun for 
grown-ups. Sport for the whole family, 

Write for illustrations of dozens of patterns you can 
make. MAKE-A-TOY COMPANY 

1696 Boston Road Dept. H New York City 




















A Weekly Service between 
New York and Havana by 
the Transatlantic Liner 
S. S. Caronia 


HE accommodations ... the 

food ... the service one ex- 
pects and gets when going abroad 
on a Cunarder. 


The Caronia is the largest, fastest 
and most luxurious ship between 
New York and Havana... hot and 
cold running water in every room 
..- Teal beds... glass-enclosed 
deck and other luxuries... every 
Saturday to Havana from January 


5 to March 16, 1929. 


The Caronia will sail Dec. 27, on 
a special 13-day tour... includin 
hotel accommodations, meals an 
sight-seeing trip in Cuba... from 
$210 up round trip. 


See Your Local Agent 


CUNARD 
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MORE ABOUT THE McNAMEE SCHOOL 


iy the current issue of Lire, Agnes Smith, whose 
weekly articles on the radio are quite a lot more 
gnsible than anything else connected with the 
broadcasting industry, has things to say about 
announcers of news events, particularly football 
vames, with special attention to Graham McNa- 
re, the Idol of the Ether. Miss Smith objects 
to Mr. McNamee’s method. So do we. 

Having been kept away from the football 
ames of our choice last year by a series of mis- 
fortunes, we found ourself dependent largely on 
Mr. McNamee and his shadow, Phillips Carlin, 
for prompt information about the progress of 
affairs on the gridiron On several Saturday 
nights we started to write comments on these 
two gentlemen, but each time we were compelled 
to tear up our remarks for being too hasty and 
too bitter. We agree with what Miss Smith has 
to say currently concerning the McNamee Menace. 
And w e should like to add a few suggestions of 
our own. 

As follows: 

In all our experience at the loud speaker, we 
have never so much as smiled at one of the jests 
of the football announcers. We deduce that these 
gentlemen are not among the leading wits of 
their time; that, in fact, they are not wits at 
all. The soundest advice to them, under the 
circumstances, is not to try to be what they are 
not. 

Having played football for several years (as 
no star) and followed it for many more, we are 
reasonably well informed about the rules, strategy, 
technique and significances of the game, yet we 
are not an expert. It is unfortunate, then, and 
indicative of a bad situation, that we know vastly 
more football than the announcers who attempt 
to tell the listeners about it. We must 
represent a great many thousands who would 


radio 


prefer to hear an expert. 

Finally, we have a hint to offer radio an- 
nouncers in general, as well as those who broad- 
cast news events. It is a hint that was given 
us as a writer many years ago, and accepted. It 
is; don’t attempt to talk down to an audience 
less intelligent and more ignorant than yourself. 
If you are a radio announcer, you may find that 
there is no such audience. 

—Edward Hope, in 
New York Herald Tribune. 




















New York’s Newest Hotel 


Che Pirradillyy 
227 West 45th Street 
At B’way—New York 


Adjacent to Every Ac- 
tivity. 600 Bright 
Sunlit Rooms. Each 
with Bath, Electric 
Fan, Ice Water. 


Single Room and Bath $3.00 
Double Room and Bath $4.50 


Exceptional Restaurant 
and Luncheonette 
Wire at our Expense for 
Reservations 


F. D. SOFIELD, Mng. Dic. 





Out of your morning fog 
in ten seconds 


UPPOSE you were out most of the 
night. No need to tell the world 
about it. Greet the cold, grey dawn with 
a smile—with a sparkle in your eye, in- 
stead of the “‘burnt holes in a blanket” 
effect. Chase the tired, sleep-famished 
look from your face. The set wooden 
expression that everybody knows is the 
“morning after” look. 
All you have to do is pat a few drops of 
Fougere Royale Lotion on your face after 
shaving. Thousands have discovered 
that 10 seconds with this magic lotion 
gives precisely the same effect as a 20 
minute massage by an expert barber. 
Peps you up like a cold shower. Puts 
good red color in your cheeks. Stimu- 


ugere Koyale 
Pronounced Foo-Zhaire Royal 
After-Shaving Lotion 
After-Shaving Lotion, 75¢ Talcum, 50c 


Shaving Cream, 50c Eau Vegetale, $1.25 
Shaving Stick, 75c Facial Soap, 50c 


lates circulation and washes away fatigue 
lines, sleep wrinkles. Tightens up 
pouchy fat and gives you the firm, taut, 
youthful look of an athlete. Also styptic 
—heals cuts, etc. Use it in the office, too, 
when you need “waking up.” 

And if you want a modern miracle in 
shaves—one that is smooth, fast, gen- 
uinely comfortable, try Fougere Royale 
Shaving Cream. It’s sheer luxury—noth- 
ing less. Positively cannot burn or irri- 
tate, because it’s scientifically balanced— 
non-caustic. Both cream and lotion are 
mildly perfumed with Fougere Royale 
(Royal Fern), a wholesome outdoor 
fragrance. At druggists everywhere—or 
generous samples for the coupon below. 








HOUBIGANT, Inc., Dept. L10 
539 West 45th Street, New York City 


You may send me without charge trial con- 
tainers of Fougere Royale After-Shaving 
Lotion and Shaving Cream. 


Address -- 


City 
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CHARMING 
NEW CREATION 


PREss the tiny button 
and ... voila... the dainty 
beauty box slides outward, 
revealing powder, lip paste 
and rouge at your finger tips. 
A smart modern vanity that 
is both charming and con- 
venient. Made by the makers 
of SUREFIT Metal Watch 
Straps. See the VOILA 
Vanity at your jeweler’s, or 
write us direct. 


In a variety of styles 


at $12 and $16.50 


oila 


AN LIW 


Race ™ 


“Opens at Your Finger Touch’ 


Patents applied for. 


BLISS BROTHERS COMPANY 
Attleboro Mass. 








Some Things in the Papers 


Boru candidates exert themselves to make 
the election of a President seem important 
to the voters. It is important, but the noise 
the preparations make has been in com- 
petition with other noises not concerned 
with them. 

The floods, for example, have been very 
impressive. We do not take in much about 
floods and tornadoes unless we have been 

rsonally drowned or washed out. We 
— got used to everything, including 
loss of life in quantity. Of course the 
floods interest us; of course our sym- 
pathies are stirred; of course money is 
given, but how much are we thrilled? 

Not so very much. It takes a great deal 
to thrill us nowadays. We all feel more or 
less, all the older people anyhow, that 
everything is different from what it used 
to be and that perhaps floods, homicides, 
hold-ups, motor car massacres, scandals 
and the big bull-market are just normal 
incidents in the new world. Nevertheless, 
the candidates continue their efforts to in- 
duce new sensations in minds already 
sated with sensationalism, and they have 
some luck. They draw crowds, very large 
ones. Alfred Smith’s affectionate manners 
get a good deal to the hearts of the West- 
erners and the things he says he wants 
done appeal to them. He talks about farm 
relief as though he really wants it and 
believes that something can be done. He 
speaks with approbation of religious tol- 
erance. He talks about water power in a 
way to make people feel that the great 
sources of it are worth looking after and 
should be kept in the hands of national 
and state governments and not allowed to 
be —— up by private companies. Per- 
haps that is important. Whoever gets the 
water power will have to sell it to people 
who can use it, but really one would pre- 
fer that control of the sources of it should 
continue to be the property of the public. 

Mr. Hoover is less amusing than Alfred 
Smith and rather harder reading and 
offers fewer novelties. Alfred Smith is ag- 
gressive in an excellent sense. He punches 
people up and makes them think, or try 
to think, anyhow. Mr. Hoover is the 
representative of the party that is in and 
naturally says to the voters—Things are 
going fine, it would be a great mistake to 
change. To a great many voters he is still 
the man who fed the Belgians. That is a 
picture that they can understand, and he 
makes a very fine appearance in it. The 
opposition says that Hoover has passed 
away. This one that is running is the 
representative of the Republican party as 
it is, a party intent on giving to him that 





MEDITERRANEAN gas, 


ss “Transylvania” sailing Jan. 30 
Clark’s 25th cruise, 66 days, including Madeira, 
Canary Islands, Casablanca, Rabat, Capital of Mo- 
rocco, Spain, Algiers, Malta, Athens, Constantinople, 
15 days Palestine and Egypt, Italy, Riviera, Cher- 
bourg, (Paris). Includes hotels, guides, motors, etc, 

Norway-Mediterranean Cruise, 
June 29, 1929; $600 up 


FRANK C. CLARH, Times Bidg., N.Y. 
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ROLLS 
RAZOR 


THE ONE BLADE SAFETY 


Universally accepted by American Gentlemen SN Z 
as the ultimate in safety razors. 

A Rolls Razor is simplicity itself—just one 
safety blade and its handle in a compact metal 
case containing the strop and hone. 


The blade, of finest Sheffield steel, is of the 
old straight razor type and hollow ground. 
Properly handled it will give a lifetime of 
perfect shaves. 

Stropped in its case before shaving—honed 
in its case when necessary, the blade, kept 
ever keen, shaves flat to the face—not at right 











angles. It cuts the hair—does not pull it out, 
A toilet requisite that any man will take 
pride in possessing. 
Not just another kind of Safety Razor w 
It’s actually another kind of shave m 
A British Importation n 
Imperial No. 1 al 
Silver plate in leathered container $15. | 
Imperial No. 2 b 
Nickel plate in cardboard container $10. it 
We recommend Imperial Rolls Shaving n 
Soap for a superior shave. Packed in 
hygienic indestructible bowl $1.50. te 
For Sale at The Better Shops 4 
Descriptive Folder 
Sent on Request q 
LEE e& SCHIFFER, Inc. T 
17 East 44th Street, N. Y. C. c 
U. S. Distributors a 
Cc 
ul 
Cc 
it 
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hath, concerned with special interests and 
those who profit by them. As between 


——— 


E.Z. 


The ORIGINAL wide 


GARTER 


Always comfortable. Never slips. 
No adjustments. Favored by ath- 
letes. Sold everywhere. 





35¢ to $1.25 everywhere, If not at your Ct 
deater, send 50¢ for pair to Dept. L. Ji 
The Thos. P, Taylor Co., Bridgeport, Conn. 
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“UNACCUSTOMED” 


IS RIGHT! 


ACK of familiarity with such 
formal occasions is self-evident 
when your dress jewelry is un- 
matched. For those who “know” 
never bedeck themselves with studs 
that differ from the links or vest 
buttons. Convention firmly forbids 
it! The only correct form is— 
matched links, studs and vest but- 
tons. Also, when dressed in tuxedo, 
jewelry must be black enamel or 
dark mother-of-pearl]; full dress re- 
quires white mother-of-pearl. 


The man who wears Krementz 
Correct Evening Jewelry can be 
mentally at ease. His jewelry is 
correct! It is sold in complete sets 
that are matched! And with this 
correctness come stylish and pleas- 
ing designs—quality befitting the 
highest occasion. 


Incidentally, a set of Krementz 
Evening Jewelry is an always-ap- 
preciated gift. The case in which 
each set comes makes it especially 
suited for the purpose. 


KREMENTZ & CO., Newark, N, J. 


No. 2082—Full Dress 
Set. White mother-of- 
pearl centers; Krem- 
entz Quality white 
metal rims. Complete, 
$8. Other sets to $50. 





CORRECT EVENING 
JEWELRY FOR MEN 








the two candidates, Governor Smith is un- 
doubtedly the Progressive. That is virtu- 
ally admitted, but the opposition deals 
with it by saying that his progressiveness 
is personal and not especially representa- 
tive of the Democratic party, which has 
no particular progressive convictions but 
merely a natural aspiration to get back 
into office. 

So it goes, but the great issue is Wet or 
Dry, or more accurately—Shall the Meth- 
odist Board of Morals run the country? 
The great issue of all is the constitutional 
amendment and how to get rid of it and 
get new rum regulation that shall dimin- 
ish drinking, bootlegging and crime. 

For really our crime record is bad. 
Aimée McPherson has been to Paris and 
to Montmartre and has sat in the dance 
halls and has seen a lot of more or less 
naked girls. The riff-raff of the solvent 
world is amused by them and champagne. 
She reports herself as greatly shocked and 
thinks that Paris is in a very, very bad 
way. But what did she go to Montmartre 
for to see? A reed shaken by the wind? 
“The more I see of Paris and Mont- 
martre,” she says, “the more happy I am 
to be in America.” Oh, yes, she is happy 
in the U. S. A., but even she has .to have 
occasional outings. People can be good in 
Paris if they have a mind to and they can 
be bad in the United States. 

The Harbor Patrol head, of New York, 
dreamed of a rum ship named “Caro- 
line,” sent his men out to look for one 
and found it and seized 2,000 bags of rye 
whiskey. So the papers said, and anyone 
is welcome to believe it and let the court 
settle whether this use of dreams is con- 
stitutional. 

The Republicans seem to be trying to 
lose Mrs. Willebrandt, but she seems to 
prefer to continue in the picture. It is 
sometheng to have it begin to be realized 
that her philosophy of life and law may 
not win votes for her side. She visualizes 
an issue and makes its repulsive side ap- 
parent. That is useful. 

E. S. Martin. 





PRESENT LOCATION UNKNOWN 


A Frienp tells us he received from an insurance 
company a letter framed as follows: 

*‘Dear Sir: Will you please inform us whether 
you can be reached at this address, and if not at 
what address you can be reached.”’ 

Desiring to evade a call from the company’s 
agent, he shrewdly replied: 

‘Sirs: I beg to inform you that I cannot be 
reached at this address.’’—Detroit News. 





A SUBTLE COMPLIMENT 
From Hotel Monthly: ‘‘Frank May, dining car 
steward on the Overland Limited: ‘I feel just as 


safe on this train as I do on the streets of Chi- 
cago.’ ’’—Chicago Evening Post. 


“‘Joxe all you please about th’ ole family 
album, but it gave a prospective bridegroom 
purty fair idea o’ th’ gang he wuz marryin’ 
into.""—Abe Martin, in Indianapolis News. 





SPARKLE 


Isn’T it a grand, fine feeling to 
come from the shower, singing, 
to stow away a hearty breakfast, 
and light up for the first smoke? 
You feel sparkling all over. But 
—do you keep that morning 
sparkle? Just about noontime, 
do you find that smoking, at 
least, isn’t quite as pleasurable? 

There’s a preventive for a 
waning smoke appetite— 
Squibb’s Dental Cream. 
Squibb’s puts the sparkle in 
your mouth and keeps it there. 
The minute, clinging particles 
of its Milk of Magnesia swallow 
up mouth acids at The Danger 
Line, and keep your mouth 
brisk and fit, your breath always 
pleasant. 

Use Squibb’s in the morning 
and evening, anyway. At any 
other time during the day when 
you can. 40c at any druggist’s. 

Copyright 1928 by E. R. Squibb & Sons 
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-and with fhis 
sult, Sir, wear 
this watch-chain 


STYLE dictators will hardly ever 
go that far! But look to this: a 
watch-chain is an important item 
in your dress. The success of any 
suit may be influenced by the ac- 
cessories with which you comple- 
ment it. And a watch-chain is a 
very noticeable accessory. 


For that reason, a Simmons 
Chain always proves a sound pur- 
chase. The chains are recent, and 
very good to look at. Prices come 
within the moderate range of $4 
to $15. Two new chains are illus- 
trated: No. 30033, above, a green 
gold-filled Waldemar; and No. 
30045, below, a green and white 
gold-filled Waldemar—both at $9. 
Both are made in our own factory, 
under our own patented process. 
R.F.Simmons Co., Attleboro, Mass. 
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A Protest 


I Have been watching with growing and 
amazed indignation the progress of Will 
Rogers’ campaign for the presidency. I 
have never before witnessed anything ap- 
proaching it in sheer vandalistic ruthless- 
ness. 

“Vandalistic’ and “ruthlessnéss” are 
both expensive words that Will will not 
understand, but I used them a-purpose. 
While Will is hunting for these words 
in the dictionary, I may be able to ac- 
complish something to scotch the prog- 
ress of his destructive attack on all that 
politicians, playwrights, scenarists and 
novelists hold dear. Is NOTHING sacred 
to this Cherokee? 

The recent meeting of the Hokum 
Hurlers’ Union or Pifflebund has taken a 
most decided stand against the inroads 
Will is making on the membership of 
same. If he doesn’t desist soon, this or- 
ganization will have to raise its member- 
ship dues or go out of business. 

If I understand this rope-rippling, 
cordage-curling Indian aright, he is bent 
on tomahawking all the piffle and bunk 
and hokum in the world, or at least in 
the United States, which excels in this 
product as in many others. Suppose he 
succeeded in doing so—what would the 
politicians, Zane Grey, Harold Bell 
Wright and the writers of stage melo- 
dramas do for a livelihood? What would 
the scenario and obscenario producers 
turn to as a stop-gap? The charities or- 
ganizations would have these guys on 
their hands along with such of the bar- 
tenders as have not turned to bootlimb- 
ing for a living. 

And what, pray, is he offering to give 
to the people, who know and can under- 
stand nothing but hokum, in place of 
what he is taking from them? Nothing! 
It is as if he took away cigarettes and 
offered not even cubebs instead. It is a 
piece of as utter and unadulterated de- 
structiveness as I have ever witnessed and 
something ought to be done about it. I 
will accept Will’s miscellaneous challenge 
for joint debate, Will to select the joint! 


Strickland Gillilan. 


THE HOUSEHOLDER who is his own furnace 
stoker agrees that ‘‘it will be a hard winter.’’ 
—Louisville Times. 





BITTERS 


‘Tones the Stomach 
Improves the Appetite 
Aids Digestion 





Sample of Bitters by 
mail 25 cts. 


Cc. W. ABBOTT & CO. 
Baltimore, Md. 
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Pipe Smoker Learns 


His Lesson 





Somehow or other we never appreciate 
the things we have—until we are with. 
out them. 


Consider your watch, for example, 
You take its services for granted—unti] 
it must be left for repairs—and then 
how you do miss it! 


So it is with your favorite pipe and 
tobacco—especially the latter. Some. 
times you think that something else wil] 
do. But go away on a trip without it, 
as Mr. Kelly did, and you are miser. 
able. What happened to him is ably 
told in his letter: 

New York, 
March 13, 1928 


Larus & Bro. Co., 
Richmond, Va. 
Gentlemen : 

I have been a user of Edgeworth Smok.- 
ing Tobacco for the past twenty-five 
years. 

Two years ago I had a rather amusing 
experience. I took my trusty briar along 
on a trip abroad, intending to revel in the 
delights of the famous mixtures in Lon- 
don. I confess that I did not carry along 
with me any of the little blue tins of 
Edgeworth. But the joke was on me. I 
went back to Edgeworth, only this time I 
had to pay 45c for a l5c tin of Edge- 
worth! 

Incidentally, on a trip through England 
and later through Ireland, I was surprised 
to find the wide distribution and ready 
sale of Edgeworth in Great Britain. A 
frequent and familiar sign in Dublin, 
Cork and other cities in Ireland was a 
white streamer announcing a new ship- 
ment of Edgeworth. To make such a 
conquest in the home of smoking tobacce 
must be very gratifying to your house. 

Sincerely, 
J. B. Kelly 


Let us send you free samples of Edge- 
worth, this tobacco which has made men 
look for it throughout the world. Try 
- : Edgeworth in your 
pipe and see if you 
like it enough to 
want to buy more 
wherever you may 

be. 


Put your name 
and address on a 
slip of paper with a 
request for the free 
Edgeworth 
samples, an 
mail it to 
Larus & 
Brother Com- 
pany, 16 So. 
21st Street, Rich- 
mond, Va. If you 
do like this tobae- 
co, you can be 
sure you'll keep 
on liking it- because its quality 1s al- 
ways the same, no matter where or 
when you buy it. 


When you want to buy Edgeworth 
you will find Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed 
and Edgeworth Plug Slice on s#le 
everywhere in small packages whic 
can be conveniently carried in We 
pocket, and in various other sizes ™P 
to the handsome one-pound humidor. 


radio—tune in on WRVA, R 
j length 254.1 
kilocycles 


your 
Va.—the Edgeworth Station. W. 
meters. Frequency 1180 
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Lire’s Fresh Air Fund 


Lire’s Frestt Arr Funp has been in operation 
jor the past forty-one years. In that time it has 
expended $419,278.00 and has given a happy 
holiday in the country to 51,000 poor city chil- 
dren. 

Twenty dollars, approximately, pays for such 
for some poor child from the crowded 
city streets. Won't you help? 

Contributions (which are acknowledged in 
Lire about four weeks after their receipt) should 
be made payable to Lire’s Freso Air Funp, and 
598 Madison Avenue, New York. 
acknowledged $39,399.26 
Woods Church, 4 
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H. M. Bradley, Jr., srby, Conn.... 
Mr. and Mrs. Howard W. Seidell, Pasa- 
dena 

Frank B. Co: 





ALL AT HIS SERVICE 
A rormer college president was invited to lunch 
at the home of one of his alumnz. The five- 
year-old daughter of the house was delegated to 
show th distinguished guest up to wash his 
hands. Opening the door of the bathroom, which 
was duly fitted out with the best embroidered 
linens in honor of the occasion, Sally said: ‘‘Just 
make yourself at home, and’’—with a royal ges- 
ture—‘‘you may use any of the towels.”’ 
—Indianapolis News. 





EXHAUSTING A LARGE SUBJECT 
From a letter by an American residing in Paris: 
“I met a party of American visitors here who 
told me they were not regular tourists, but had 
come to ‘get in touch with the life of the peepul.’ 
I discovered that they had arrived late Friday 
evening and were leaving Monday morning!’ 

—Chicago Daily News. 





Arter election the parodies probably will | 


read: ‘‘The tumult and the whispering dies.”’ 


—New York World. 





wxuRy CRUISES To 7), 


\ _ 
\ aon CANAL 


Four Glorious Winter Vaca- 
tion Cruises of Recreation and 
Romance by the luxurious oil burning turbine sisterships — 
VOLENDAM or VEENDAM 
16 Day Cruises by S. S. Volendam 
_ From N. Y. Jan. 26 & Feb. 16, 1929 
Visiting Bermuda, Kingston, Port-au-Prince (Haiti) Havana 
and Nassau —$230. up. 


From New York March ¢, 1929 





29 Day Cruise by S. 5. V 
From N. Y. Fe 12, 1929 
Nassau, Havana, Santiago, Kingston (Jamaica), 
Colon (Panama), Curacao, La Guayra, Caracas, Trinidad, 
Barbados, Martinique, St. Thomas, San Juan and Bermuda— 
$385. up. Cruise rates include comprehensive shore excur- 
sions, carefully arranged and carried out by Frank Tourist 


" Tllustvated Booklet 24 sent on request. 


HOLLAND-AMERICA LINE 


. 22-26 State Sees ae vow 
ranc and Agents in a ¥ ities 
and FRANK TOURIST 5. $42 PPh Ave., New Tork 








Look for this 
emblem 

It is the mark 
of a good flor- 
ist, whose busi- 
ness integrity is 
unquestioned. 





y YOUTH 


Essence of Autumn sunshine; sparkling with the 
tang of Indian Summer. . .. No wonder the Chrys- 
anthemum is favored by Youth—and by those 
never-grow-olds who have conquered the calendar. 


ay itwith. lowers 








If you are a Car Owner 
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from “Missouri”... 


i always tickles us when we meet a man from “Missouri.” 
By the time we are half through showing him what makes a 
Houdaille do what only a Houdaille does, he gets so excited 
about it that he forgets all about Missouri and wants to begin 
driving all over the U.S. A. (with Houdailles on his car, of 
course.) 


But let us do a little taking apart and putting together right 
here. Houdailles are hydraulic and double-acting, and have 
been for fourteen years. Which is another way of saying that 
the experimenting was all done years ago. 


Houdailles apply positive hydraulic control to the action of car springs 
in both directions, up and down. By the inexorable law of hydraulics, 
their resistance increases not only with the size of bumps but in oa 
portion to the square of the speed. Made of drop-forged steel, they 
don’t need any relief valves on big bumps at high speeds when you 
need greatest resistance most. They have no friction surfaces to be 
affected by mud, sand or water—you know how a rubber tire 
can slip on a wet car track! 


And now to get back to this “Missouri” business—take this 
as your special invitation to visit Houdaille Headquarters in 
your town and try a set on your own car for thirty days. 


If you could use the blindfold test you wouldn’t know it 
was the same car.* 


Houdailles are standard equipment on Lincoln, Ford, Nash 


Advanced Six, Pierce -Arrow, Jordan, Stearns- Knight, 
Cunningham and many European cars. 


sO Reese eee esse eseesesseeeeeeeres= TTT iid 


HOUDE ENGINEERING CORP., Dept. L10 
537 E. Delavan Ave., Buffalo, N. Y. 


I drive a 





*Everybody from “Missouri” is 
invited to write for a mighty Name ..... 
readable book —““What I Didn't 

Know about Shock Absorbers.” Address. 
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Confidential Guide 
(Continued from page 24) 


of the Shubert production, is a music 

based on the life and works of Frédene ‘Chea 
grees it explains much. Withal, “Be Happy ig 
Your Dreams” is a fetching if filched ballad. ’ 

In a Little Town Called Home Sweet Hom 
Donaldson-Douglas-Gumble—The latest in Walt 
Donaldsoniana is a fox-trot study in contemporary 
rhythmic nostalgia. ry 

Will You Be Sorry? Remick—A tale : 
Pan Alley marital - My Gus and omy PB 
Kahn, fashioned this interrogative ballad. At the 
rate Mrs. Kahn is progressing as a composer > ~ 
threatens to rival her famous lvyric-sire's ‘abil 
which speaks a chorusful in Song Row. ; 

Friends and Lovers. Harms—Maurice Yvain’s 
charming strain, from the original Un Bon Gar¢on 
has been Shubert-ized into ‘“‘Luckee Girl,” with 
words by the loose-Lief (Max and Nat) lyricists 
A delightful “production” song. ; j 

Every Night in the Week. Remick—An oscu. 
latory discourse on a seven-day-each-week schedule 
of necking. Silly season stuff. 

Adorée. Harms—Waltz ballad of insinuating 
melody construction, Frenchy in title, and of a 
character and caliber that would belie the fact that 
the same man who fashioned ‘‘Broadway Rose” and 
“You Know You Belong to Somebody Else (So 
Why Don't You Leave Me Alone?)"’ was responsible 
for this innocuous and unsophisticated ballad 


Records 


Chile Blues and Spanish Shawl. Okeh g1ro2~ 

he Three Jacks, a heated instrumental combination, 
refute the punny import of the first title, for their 
indigo jazzapation is anything but chilly. They 
also interpolate vocal refrains, but you can't refrain 
from dancing, everything else considered. 

My Angel and Out of the Dawn. Victor 21630— 
Jesse Crawford at his Wurlitzer-est tops himself with 
organ transcriptions of the latest styles in musico. 
film thematics. The ballads, from the “Street 
Angel”’ and ‘“‘Warming Up” features, are skilful) 
interpreted by the Paramount Theater (New York) 
console specialist in a manner that almost makes 
them speak, so closely has Crawford followed lyric 
phrasing. 

Blue Shadows and Raquel. Columbia 1521—Le 
Reisman and his ultra-exponents of rhythmi 
dansapation offer a corking dance couplet from 
“Vanities,” a fox-trot and waltz. If ‘Raquel’ 
reminds you of “Ramona,” that is not derogatory 
to its merits. 

ungle Blues and A Jazz Holiday. Columbia 1525 
—Ted Lewis makes jazz whoopee with barbaric 
jazzique. Both of these torrid indigo fox-trots are 
characteristically done in the jazz tragedian's best 
dramatico-jazz manner. 

Soliloquy and Sapphire. Edison 52340—For the 
vertical needle phonographs, the Edison re-creative 
proceme has long enjoyed unique popularity. Will 
Yonaldson truly re-creates these novelty piano solos 
in faithful recordings of Rube Bloom's ultra-modern- 
istic compositions. 

Can't Give You Anything but Love, Baby! and 
I Must Have That Man! Victor 21571—Those nite 
club addicts who paid a $3 couvert charge at the 
Little and other joy-caves last winter will, for once 
get real value for the nominal investment of 75c. for 
this Grace Hayes couplet of the “Black Birds of 
1928"" song hits. Miss Hayes registers even better in 
the abstract than in the couvert-catching nocturnal 


playgrounds. 
Abel Green. 
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HOTEL Se 
SYRACUSE Fy 


SYRACUSE, N.Y. 


EVERY metropolitan 600d 
service is provided in ‘stiac 
this new and modern 600 | (ties 
room hotel. All outside 
rooms—with bath. Rates 


from 3.00 up. Sample 
rooms 4.00 up. 





Eacellent 
Dining 





ROCHESTER, N.Y., 


Thoroughly modern. New 

furniture throughout. New 

bathrooms and elevators 

completely redecorated. 
Fi 00d Specializing in exceptional 


Hotels food at moderate prices. 


300 rooms from 2.25 up. 


Both under the direction of 
ROY P. BRAINARD 
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Get rid of 


Dandruff 


BY USING 


Sergeant’s for the Hair, regularly 





For fifty years, Sergeant’s Mange 
Medicine has proven an effective 
treatment for dandruff, and other 
hair and scalp complaints. After 
many years of research, Sergeant's 
chemists have refined this product 
so that it retains all the therapeutic 
qualities of mange medicine, but 
none of the disadvantages. It comes 
to you with the sincere recommen- 
dation of this 50 year old company. 











Sergeant’s for the hair will not only relieve 
dandruff, but will make dry, brittle hair 
soft and lustrous; it cleans the scalp, pro- 
motes the flow of natural oils, and relieves 
falling hair. It is an effective conditioner 
of hair and scalp. 
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“Comb your hair with it’”’ 








No longer need you fear odor or stain. 
The new treatment will not over-grease 
the hair. It contains no alcohol to dry the 
scalp. The new bottle will fit in the medi- 
cine cabinet, so that you may remember 
to use it—daily. . . . Form the habit of 
using Sergeant’s whenever you comb your 
hair, instead of using water, for you 
never know what chemicals the water 
may contain. Mboisten the hair or comb 
with Sergeant’s—then comb your hair. 


“Comb your hair with it” 





Also, a “Rub with Sergeant’s’”’ every day 
will invigorate the scalp. Apply Sergeant’s 
freely. Then rub the scalp with the tips 
of pny fingers until you feel it tingle. 

sk your dealer for Sergeant’s for the 
Hair (75c)—and give your hair and scalp 
the treatment it needs. . . . Free trial 
bottle sent postpaid, anywhere, on 
request. 


Polk-Miller Products Corporation 
2306 Broad Street, Richmond, Va. 
Sole Canadian Agent 


4 Fred J. Whitlow & Co., Toronto 
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Ballade of Road Hogs 


Tuey who run autos may read as they 
steer 
Signs by the road which a warning 
convey: 
STEEP HILL 
Don’t Trust Your Brakes 
SHIFT TO LOW GEAR 


Pass At Your Risk 
ROAD CONSTRUCTION 
say they. 
CAUTION 
and 
CURVE 


greet the vision all day; 
Red glass reflectors loom up through the 
night. 
Those I like best are the suave ones 
which say: 
COURTEOUS DRIVERS WILL KEEP 
TO THE RIGHT 


Hay wagons dripping their load from the 
rear; 
Twenty-ton trucks shedding rubble and 
clay, 
Lending z horns a contemptuous ear, 
Plant themselves plump in the middle 
—and stay. 
Hoot them and toot them as loud as 
you may, 
Curse them in language howe’er impolite, 
Ignorance bland of the rule they dis- 
play: 
Courteous Drivers Will Keep to the 
Right. 


Taxicabs, filling pedestrians with fear, 
Range the metropolis seeking their 
prey, 
Springing, like tigers upon the brown 
deer, 
Out upon landau, sedan and coupé. 
Hither and thither they scuttle and 
sway, 
Scraping off fenders and wheels in their 
flight. 
This is one precept they never obey: 
Courteous Drivers Will Keep to the 
Right. 
L’Envor 
Hey there, you road louse! Get out of 
the way! 
Women in flivvers! Lord! Ain’t they a 
fright? 
Hey, let a real car get past, willya? HEY! 
Courteous drivers will—KEEPTO- 


Baron Ireland. 





WORKS BOTH WAYS 


Our pastor’s little boy, who has been forbidden 
to play bootlegger any more, has found that he 
can have just as much fun playing Prohibition 
agent without changing the rules of the game a 
particle.—Ohio State Journal. 





THE ULTIMaTE in realism, in the talking 
pictures, will be the squeak of a porch ham- 
mock in the wooing sequence.—Detroit News. 





1840 - EIGHTY - EIGHT - YEARS - OF - SERVICE- 1928 





When at sea the world is 
“at home” on the Aquitania! 


* Aquitanians” are discerning 
globetrotters, irresistibly drawn 
to that great ship by a common 
zest for travel comfort, travel 
luxury. 


To them it is a matter of neces- 
sity... that extra spaciousness 
they find in Aquitania suites... 
those charming staterooms that 
have that welcoming air of the 
thoughtfully planned guest 
room (private bath, of course) 
. . « the vivid personality, the 
tempting made-to-order dishes 
of the Aquitania’s “intimate” 
restaurant... in fact, all those 
high spots of elegance and extra 
service that proclaim so surely, 
“I's Cunard.” 


TO FRANCE AND ENGLAND 
AQUITANIA + Oct. 24-Nov.14-Dec. S 


MAURETANIA- Nov, 7 - Nov. 28+ Jan. 11 
BERENGARIA - Oct. 31+ Nov. 21+ Dec. 14 


CUNARD 
LINE 


See Your Local Agent 


CUNARD WINTER CRUISES . . . MEDITERRANEAN 
WEST INDIES 


A NEW CUNARD SERVICE . . WEEKLY TO HAVANA 
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Dont be an 
Ashtray valet / 


ID a gleeful farewell to those smelly, 
littered ashtrays that need constant 
emptying and washing. Replace them with 
Ashagons. They swallow up ashes and dead 
stubs for days without needing attention. 
And neither ash nor smell can get out once 
they’re in an Ashagon. Though seldom neces- 
sary, emptying it is a simple matter—and its 
classic lines add to the beauty of any room. 
All of which you can see for yourself at the 
better department, furniture and office 
equipment stores —just ask for Ashagon. 
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THE TUBULAR PRODUCTS COMPANY 


ASHAGON CLASSIC Southington Conn. 
Three models in six colors. 


Antique Gold, Mahogany, 

Seetutryivensn Viedttoesn, TAREN See 

Bluebird Blue and Chinese ° 

Red. Priced from $10.50 to S } O O] } 
$15.00, 


artistic ashless ashstands 




















WILL ROGERS 


FOR PRESIDENT 


RADIO RALLY 
AMELIA EARHART stanv on AVIATION 


The first woman to fly the Atlantic (or any other ocean) 
and author of ‘20 Hrs. 40 Min.’’ comes to the aid of 
the best friend of aviation and the only candidate who 
flies intentionally — Will Rogers. In this third Rogers 
Radio Rally, Amelia Earhart will tell you what aviation 
will do for this country and what a Rogers Administra- 
tion will do for aviation. Tune in on the Kolster Hour 
next Wednesday night and hear the only political 
program that won’t make you mad. 


WEDNESDAY - OCT. 24-KOLSTER HOUR 


10 P. M. Eastern Standard Time 9 P. M. Central Standard Time 


New York City WOR Pittsburgh WJAS Fort Wayne WOWO 
Boston WNAC Akron WADC St. Louls KMOX 
Providence WEAN Columbus WAIU Kansas City KMBC 
Syracuse WFBL Cincinnati WKRC Council Bluffs KOIL 
Buffalo WMAK Detroit WGHP Bridgeport WICC 
Baltimore WCAO Chicago WMAQ Toledo WSPD 
South Dartmouth WMAF Cleveland WHK Philadelphia WCAU 


























THE DEVINNE-HALLENBECK COMPANY, INC., PRINTERS, NEW YORK 

















PAC KAR 


r » my experience is that the 
best is always the cheapest in 
the long run— in any line 
clothes, automobiles, or shot- 
guns. If you keep a Packard, 
say four years, it won't cost you 
any more than your present 
car. You buy two cars now to 
my one, pay as much deprecia- 
tion as I do and then don’t 
have the car you want. And 
I'll bet you a good dinner that 
the expenses of running my 
Packard, gas, oil, repairs, and 
so on, aren’t a bit more than 
you are paying. 





Illustrated above is the Packard Eight 633 
Seven-Passenger Sedan 


ASK 
THE MAN 
WHO OWNS 
ONE 




























MODEL 40 A.C. More 


powerful, more sensitive. Two- 
tone satin finish. Futt-vision Dial. Requires six A. C. 
tubes and one rectifying tube. $77 without tubes. 


TWATER KENT 
RADIO 







“RADIO’S TRUEST VOICE” 
Atwater Kent Radio Speakers: Satin 
finished. Models E, E-2,and E-3.Same 
quality, different in size. Each $20. 


If you can’t go to the games 
let them come to you 


WONDERFUL YEAR for 

listening! Just ahead— foot- 

ball. The Big Game of your favor- 

ite college—radio makes your 
living-room a stadium. 

Listening is a pleasant certainty 
when your radio is a 1929 Atwater 
Kent. All-electric operation from 
the lamp socket is sure. Atwater 
Kent tone reproduces every inflec- 
tion of the reporter’s exciting story 
—just as it brings into your home 
the reality of music and every syl- 
lable of the campaign talks of 
Hoover and Smith. 

Atwater Kent power holds a 
mighty force in reserve, to be 
drawn upon as you need, for local 
or long range reception. The Futt- 
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VisION Dial is so speedy it’s no trick 
to jump from one station to another 
and follow two games at once. 


There’s nothing untried about 
Atwater Kent Radio. Its record is 
written for all to read in the satis- 
faction of almost 2,000,000 owners. 
It comes from the largest radio 
factory (bigger than thirteen foot- 
ball fields,) where careful work- 
manship and 222 tests or inspections 
of every set insure reliability. And 
because of public preference, the 
price is within everybody's reach. 


On the air—every Sunday night— 
Atwater Kent Hour—listen in! 


Prices slightly higher West of Rockies 
ATWATER KENT MANUFACTURING CO. 
A. Atwater Kent, President 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


4753 Wissahickon Avenue 














